Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



AMUSEMENT WHILE TRAVELLING. 

THE 

RAILWAY LIBRARY 

AND FIRESIDE COMPANION, 



J Under the above title are pataltelied, at the Lowest pouible 

Price, manj' oftlie most, popular 

STANSASJ) WOBKS BY CELEBIU.TEII ATITHOBS. 



W„, 



. Whi 



."-•S 



The CaNSPiHATOit, a Historical Romance . A. E. DtrpuT 

TheLittleWcfr Mbs.Ghkv 

CtNQ Mars, or the Canspimcy De Vigny 

Chasms and Countbh CnABMa MissM'Intosh 

Romance OF War, Ist & 2nd Series Jam eh Grant 

Dark Scenes of HisTOftv G. P. R. Jaues 

LiLLr Dawbok Mas. Cbowb, 

UoFB Leslie Miss Sedgwick 

LoNQBEABD, or the Revolt of Che Saxona .. C. Mack ay 

Light Dragoon G. R. Glsig 

Blanche MoNTAioNB P. H.'MvsRa 

The Claridnbt, &c W. Cakleton 

TSE FcaiTAK AND HIB DAUGHTia J. K. PaULDINO 

PftAiaiK J. F. COPPBB 

Last oe thi; Mosicanb J. F. Coopeh 

Red Rover J. P. Cooper 

PioNEKaa J. P. CoorsR 

The Spy J. F. Cooper 

The Pilot J. P. Cooper 

Lionel Lincoln J. F. Cooper 

Waterwitch J.F.Cooper 

Jane Sinclair & Neal MalONK W. CarlktoN 

Sense and SENSiBiLtTV Jane A.dbtbh 

Pbide and Prejudice Jane Aitstbm 

On the lat of May, 1851, will be publiahed, 
WEITEFBIABB, or theOAYB of CHAKLES H,, 

Vol It., completiDg the work. 

A Work which tor ]ait popularity and hitenaity oT interest, haA not 

Itcen equaiJed sintx the publication of " WAVERLEY." 

Each Volame 19 printed on good paper, and neatly bound, 
being w thout cicopbon 




:=?te.'-T?,?-^ 




m 



NEW "WOKKS NOW EEABT. 



FRANKLIN AND THE ARCTIC REBIONS. 

Id Odc Yolnme (price 2(. 6d.) clotli gilt, 
SIB, JOHN FRANKLIN and the Arctic Expedi- 
tion ; beinp an Account of the varions ExpeiJitiona, 
Bbowing the result of British Enterprise in the nine- 
teenth century for the Discovery of the North-West 
Fassoge, including more detaUed alTiciBl particulars of 
the various Expeditiona ecnt out to discover the fate 
of Sir John Franklin, and the vessels under his com- 
mand. By P. L. SiuHONDS, Esq., manv years Editor 
of the " Colonial Magazine," vrith an Illustration and 
Mspa. Foolscap 8vo. cloth, emblematically gilt. 

" Mleenble tliey ! 
Who htre rntunglod in tie rathmnc ice, 
Take tlielt last [nok D( tbe dncendiiig gun , 



UNIFORM EDITIONS OF 

LOHBFELLOW'S PROSE AND POETICAL WORKS, 

Price Two Shillings each, cloth, gilt edges. 

LDIIOFEILOW'S HEW FOEMB, 
3. LONGFELLOW'S OUTRE MER, and Pil- 
grimage beyond the Sea ; to which is added his 
latest Poems, just received from America, Royal 
24mo. 

2. LONGFELLOW'S HYPERION AND KA- 
VANAGH. Complete in 1 vol. royal 24mo. 

1. LONGFELLOW'S POETICAL WORKS, which |5 
include Voices of the Night, the Spanish Student, 
Evangeline, Translations, Additional Poems, and the 
Sea'Side and Fire-side. Royal 24mo. 
%* Tbe KHBtflBt care has been taken in prodadns 

EdttJoiifl, to render thrnn worthy of an Immen-. . _. . 

printed in a beaatifnl larRC type, Da pRper of a snpeiiaT quiUlty. 





600053482S 



ADVENTTJEES 



OF 



AN AIDE-DE-CAMP. 



BY 

JAMES GRANT, Esq., 

Late 62nd Megiment. 

AUTHOR OP "THE SCOTTISH CAVALIER '* AND "ROMANCE OP WAR." 



PIEST SEEIES. 



LONDON: 

GEORGE ROUTLEDGE AND CO., SOHO SQUARE. 

1851. 



^^9 ' h ^^^ 



PRINTED BV 
COX (BROTUKBS) and WTUAN, great queen STRKiST, 

lincoln's-inn fields. 




CONTENTS. 



PAOB 

Chaptbe I. — The Landing in Calabbia 1 

n.— The Pigtail 8 

III. — ^Thb Visconte Santugo 13 

IV. — ^Double oe Quit! 24 

V. — ^Teuffi, the Hunchback 32 

VI. — ^The Calabeian Fbee Coeps 39 

VII. — The Battle of Maida 45 

Vili. — The Cottage. — Caftube op the Eagle 52 

IX. — ^LiYES foe Ducats ! — ^Bianca D'Alfieei 56 

X. — ^A Night with the Zingaei 66 

XI. — The Hunchback Again 72 

XII. — ^The Heemitage 76 

XTTT. — ^Thb Heemit*s Confession 82 

XIV. — ^The Siege of Ceotona 102 

XV. — ^The Abduction. — ^A Sceape 110 

XVI. — ^The Summons op Sueeendee 117 

XVn. — Maeching out with the Honoues op 

Wae 127 

XVm. — ^Anothee Despatch 133 

XIX. — ^Naeeative of Castelebmo 140 

XX. — ^Thb Villa Belcastbo 150 



IV CONTENTS. 

Chap. XXI. — Sequel to the Stoey of Castelbbmo 158 

XXn. — Italian Inteigues in Countey 

Qttaetees 170 

XXin.— Fbancateipa, the Beigand 182 

XXIV.— A Snake in the Gbass 192 

XXV.— The Hoen Sounds 201 

XXVI.— A Duel and a Discoveby 208 

XXVn. — ^Abeival of the Philistinbs 216 

XXVin. — ^Advbntubb at the Centaub 223 

XXIX.— Love and Wab 231 

XXX.— PooB Luisa! 237 

XXXI.— The Siege of Scylla 243 



ADVENTURES 



OF AN 



A I D E-D E-C AMP. 



CHAPTER I. 

I 

THE LANDING IN CALABRIA. 

On the evening of the last day of June, 1806, the transportf^ 
which had brought our troops from Sicily anchored off the 
Italian coast, in the Bay of St. Eufemio, a little to the pouth* 
ward of a town of that name. 

The British forces consisted of H. M. 27th, 58th, 78th, and 
81st regiments of the line, the provisional light infantry 
and grenadier battalions, the Corsican Eangers, Koyal 
Siciliaii Volunteers, and the regiment of Sir Louis de Watte- 
ville, &c., the whole being commanded by Major-General Sif 
John Stuart, to whose personal staff I had the honour to be 
attached. 

This small body of troops, which mustered in all only 4,795 
rank and file, was destined by our ministry to support the 
Neapolitans, who in many places had taken up arms against 
the usurper Joseph Buonaparte, and to assist in expelling from 
Italy the soldiers of his brother. Ferdinand, king of Naples, 
after being an abject vassal of Napoleon, had allowed a body 
of British and Kussian soldiers to land on his territories with- 
out resistance. This expedition failed ; he was deserted by the 
celebrated Cardinal Kuffo, who became a Buonapartist ; and 
as the French emperor wanted a crown for his brother Joseph, 
he proclaimed that " the Neapolitan dynasty had ceased to 
reign"— that the race of Parma were no longer kings in 
Lower Italy — and in January, 1806, his legions crossed thd 
frontiers. The " lazzarona king" fled instantly to Palermo ; 
hiB spirited queen, Carolina (sister of the unfortunate Marie 
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Antoinette), soon followed him ; and the usurper Joseph, 
after meeting with little or no resistance, was, in February, 
crowned king of Naples and Sicily, in the church of Santo 
Januario, where Cardinal E»uffo of Scylla performed solemn 
mass on the occasion. All Naples and its territories submitted 
to him, save the brave mountaineers of the Calabrias, who 
remained continually in arms, and with whom we were destined 
to co-operate. 

When our anchors plunged into the shining sea, it was 
about the close of a oeautiftd evening — ^the hour of Ave 
Maria — and the lingering light of the Ausonian sim, setting 
in all his cloudless splendour, shed a crimson glow over the 
long line of rocky coast, burnishing the bright waves rolling 
on the sandy beach, and the wooded moimtains of Calabria, 
the abode of the fiercest banditti in the world. 

The tricolor flaunted over the towers of St. Amanthea, a 
little town to the northward of the bay, commanded by a castle 
on a steep rock, well garrisoned by the enemy ; and tne smoke 
of their evening gun curled away from the dark and distant 
bastions, as the £st vessel of our armament came to anchor. 
The whole fleet, swinging round with the strong current 
which runs through the Strait of Messina, lay one moment 
with their stems to the land and the next to the sparkling 
sea, which pours through between these rock-bound coasts with 
the speed of a mill-race. 

Italy lay before us : the land of the fabled Hesperia — ^the 
country of the " eternal city ;" and I thought of ner as she 
was once : of " majestic Rcnne," in all her power, her glory, 
snd her military supremacy ; when nations bowed their neaos 
before her banners, and h^ eagles spread their wings over 
half a world. But, alas ! we find it difficult to recognize in 
the effeminate Venetian, the rev^igefiil Neapolitan, or the 
fax>ciousCalabrian,the descendants oithosematchless soldiers, 
whose pride, valour, and ambition few since have equalled, 
and none have yet surpassed. We -riewed with the deepest 
interest that classic shore, which bq many of us now beheld 
for the first time. To me, it was a country teeming with 
classic recoUeeticHi8-~-the sunny and beautiful land whose very 
history has been said to resemble a romance ; but the mass 
of our soldiers were, of course, strangers to all these senti- 
ments; the grave kdA stem Boss-shireman, and the brave 
bog-trotters of InnisldUing, regarded it only as a land of hard 
marches, short rations, and broken heads; as a hostile coast, 
where the first soldiers of the continent were to be encountcored 
md overeome — {or with us these terms are synonymous. 

Barbarized by the wars and ravages whidi followed the 
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[French revolution and invasion, — swarming with disorderly 
soldiers, savage brigands, and starving peasantry writhing 
under the feudal system — ^the Naples of that time was very 
Afferent from the ^Naples of to-day, through which so many 
tourists travel with luxorious safety : at least so far as the 
capital. Few, I believe, penetrate mto that terra incognita, 
the reahn of the bandit Fnmeatripa. 

Orders were despatched by the general from ship to ship, 
that the troops should be held in readiness to disembark by 
dawn next day. The quarter-guards and deck-watches were 
strengthened for the night, and strict orders given to sentries 
aot to permit any commiimoati<m with the shore, or with the 
numerous boats which paddled about among the fleet. Oar 
ships were surroimded by craft of aU shiqpes and sizes, filled 
wim people from St. Eufemio, and other places adjacent: 
bright-eyed women, their dark hair braided beneath square 
linen head-dresses, with here and there a solitary " ffentihi<^o," 
muffled in his cloak, and ample hat, beneath whicm glowed ihe 
red spark of a cigar ; meagre and grizzled priests ; wud-looking 
peasantry, half naked, or half covered with rough skins i and 
oonsi>icaouB above all, many fierce-looking f(£ows, wearing 
the picturesque Calabnan garb, of whose occupation we had 
little doubt : the gaiety of thexrattire, the long digger gleaming 
in their saahes, the powder-horn, and the wdl-ouednfie shmg 
across the back by a broad leather slin^, proclaimed them 
brigands ; who came crowding among thenr honester coimtry- 
men, to hail and bid us welcome as allies and friends. 

An hour before daylight next morning, we were aU on deck 
and imder arms. Our orders were, to Coid with the utmost 
silence and expediiion, in order to avoid annoyanee frx>m tiie 
light guns of the iFrendi, who occupied the whole province 
mm. sea to sea, and whom we fully expected to fina on the 
alert to oppose our disembarkation. 

My first care was to get my horse. Cartouche, into one of 
the lioats of the Ampkion frigate. Aware that sharp work 
ifaa before us, I personally superintended his harnessing ; 
having previously given him a mash with a dash of nitre in it, 
and had his fetloclu and hoofs well washed, and his eyes and 
nostrils sponged with vinegar, to freshen him up after tne close 
confinement of the ship : be was then carefully slung over the 
side, by a "whip" from the yard-mrm. Tne oars dipped 
noiselesdhr into the waves, and we ^ided away to ike beach 
of St. iEufemio, the point mark^ out for our landing- 
place. I stood by Cartouche's head, holding the reins short- 
ened in my hand, and stroking his neck to quiet him ; for the 
fi^ry blooa-hone had shown so mudi impatienoe when the 
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oars dipped into the water, or the boat heaved on the heavy 
groxina swell, that his hoofs threatened every instant to start 
a plank and swamp us. 

All the boats of the fleet were now in requisition ; and, 
being crowded to excess with soldiers accoutred with their 
loiapsacks and arms, and freighted with baggage, cannon, and 
tumbrils, miners' tools, and military stores to arm and clothe 
the CaJabrese, they were pulled but slowly towards the point 
of rendezvous. Tne last boat had no sooner landed its freight^ 
than the ship of the admiral. Sir Sydney Smith, flred a gun, 
and the fleet of frigates and gun-boats weighed anchor, and 
stood off northward, to attack the castle of St. Amanthea ; 
aeainst which, operations were forthwith commenced by the 
\mole naval armament. 

The lofty coast loomed darkly through a veil of haze ; the 
morning air was chill, and a cold sea-breeze swept over the 
black billows of the straits ; against the effects of which I 
fortified myself with my comfortable, double-caped cloak, a 
cigar, and a mouthful from a certain convenient flask, which 
experience had taught me to carry always in my sabretache. 
The time was one of keen excitement, even to me, who had 
served at the siege of Valetta, and in other parts of the 
Mediterranean, and shared in many a memorable enterprise, 
which has added to our empire the valuable posts and posses- 
sions we hold in that part of Europe. As the daylight in- 
creased, and the sun rose above the moimtains, pouring a 
flood of lustre over the straits of the Faro, the scene appeared 
of surpassing beauty. Afar off, in the direction of the Lipari, 
the sea assumed its deepest tint of blue ; while the whole TBay 
of St. Eufemio seemed fiUed with liquid gold, and the white 
waves, weltering round the base of each £stant promontory, 
were dashed from the volcanic rocks in showers of sparkling 
silver; all the varied hues which ocean assumes under an 
Italian sky were sden in their gayest splendour. The pic- 
turesque aspect of this romantic shore was heightened by the 
appearance of our armament ; as the debarking corps formed 
open column of companies on the bright yellow beach, their 
lively uniforms of scarlet, green, and wmte, the standards 
waving, and lines of burnished bayonets glistening in the sun 
—which seemed to impart a peculiarly joyous lustre to all it 
shone upon — ^the scene was spirit-stirnng. 

The white walls and church tower of the little town, the 
foliage of the surrounding forest, backed by the lofty peaks 
of the Calabrian Apennines — ^the winding strip of golden 
sand fringing the fertile coast, and encircling the wave-beaten 
rocks> where a fisherman sat mending his nets and singing, - 
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][)erhaps of Thomas Aniello — ^the remote Sicilian shore, and 
the wide expanse of sea and sky were all glowing in one 
glorious ^laze of light — ^the light of an Italian sunrise, 
ueneath whose effulgence the face of nature beams bright 
with sparkling freshness and roseate beauty. 

Our nine battalions of infantry now formed close column ; 
while the royal artillery, under Major Lemoine, got their 
eleven field-pieces and two howitzers into service order, tho 
tumbrils hooked to the guns, and the horses traced to the 
carriages. During these preparations the general kept me 
gallopmg about between the different commanding officers 
with additional instructions and orders ; for we expected to 
be attacked every moment by the enemy, of whose arrange- 
ments we had received a very confused account from me 
peasantry. 

As the sun was now up, the rare beauty of the country was 
displayed to the utmost advantage ; but we scanned the lofty 
mountains, the romantic gorges, the grim volcanic cliffs and 
boskv thickets, onlv to watch for the glitter of French steel ; 
for tne flutter of tnose standards unfurled so victoriously at 
Arcole, Lodi, and Bivoli ; or for the puff of white smoke 
which announces the discharge of a distant fleld-piece. 
Strange to say, not the slightest opposition was made to our 
landing, although there were many commanding points &om 
which a few light guns would have mauled our boats and 
battalions severely. 

The troops remained quietly in close column at quarter 
distance, with their arms ordered, until command was given 
to unfurl all colours, and examine flints and priming. A re- 
connoitring party was then pushed forward to "feel the 
ground," and our little* army got into marching order, and 
advanced to discover what the distance of a few miles would 
bring forth. The Corsican Eangers were the skirmishers. 

" Sir John," said I, cantering up to the general, " permit 
me to join the light troops, tmit I may see what goes on in 
front P**^ 

" You may go, Dundas," he replied ; " but remember, they 
are under the command of Major Kratinz, who, I believe, is 
no friend of yours." 

" No, truly ; there is no man I would like better to see 
knocked on the head ; and so, allons I Sir John." 

" Be attentive to his orders, however," said he, with a grave 
nod, as I bowed and dashed off. 

Kraiinz ! yes, I had good reason to hate the name, and 
curse its owner. I had a brother who belonged to a battalion 
of these Sangers. He was a brave fellow, ITrank ; and had 
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served witJi distinction at Malta, and under Charles Stewart 
at the siege of Calvi ; and, after Sir John Moore, was the 
first man over the wall at ihe storming of the Mozello fort. 
But his career was a short one. Between Frank and Ejaiinz 
there arose a dispnte, a petty jealousy about some pretty girl 
at Palermo ; a challenge ensued, and Frank was put under 
arrest for insubordination. From that moment he was a 
marked man by the brutal Grerman, who was resolutely bent 
upon his ruin — and a military man alone can know what the 
imhappy officer endures who is at strife with an uncompro- 
mising, vindictiTe, and perhaps yul|B;ar, commanding officer. 
Thank God I there are few such m our service. Frank's 

Emd spirit could ill brook the slights and insults to which 
aiinz subjected him : and being one day " rowed" publicly 
for coming five minutes late to parade, in the height of his 
exasperation he struck down the Qerman with the sword he 
was lowering in salute, and was, in 0(Hi8e<}uence, placed in- 
stanily under dose arrest. A eourt-martial dismissed him 
£ram that service in which he had gained so many scars. His 
heart was broken ; the disgrace stun^ him to the souL He 
disappeared &om Sicily, and from me hour he left his regi- 
ment could never be discovered by our fkmily. Therefore, it 
cannot be wondered at that I cared but little about the safety 
of his German enemy. 

The advanced party, under the command of EJraiinz, con- 
sisted of three companies of Corsican Bangers ; these moved 
in double quick time along the narrow highway towards the 
mountains, from which thAardy peasantry soon came pouring 
down, greeting us with cries of " Long live Ferdinand o£ 
Bourbon! long live our holy faith!" I walloped after the 
Oorsicans, in high spirits at the prospect of seeing something 
more exciting trnm was usually afforded by the lounpng li^ 
I had spent in the garrisons of Sicily-=-aangling about the 
royal palace, or the quarter-general, <frinking deep and late 
-in our mess-room at Syracuse, or smoking cigars among the 
promenaders on the Marina of " Palermo the Happy." My 
brave Cartouche appeared to rejoice that he trod once more 
on firm earth; curveting, neighing, and tossing his proud 
head and flowing mane, T^ile he snuffed the pure oreeze from 
the green hills with dilated and quivering nostrils. 

It was a soft and balmy morning ; the vast blue vault above 
was free from ihe faintest fleece of cloud, and pervaded by 
the deep cerulean hue so peculiar to this enchanting climate. 
At that early hour, not a sound stirred the stLQness of the 
pure atmosphere, save the twittering of the merry birds as 
they fluttered from spray to spray, or the measured tramp 
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of feet and clanking of accoutrements, as the smart light 
troops in their green nniform moved rapidly forward — ^the 
glazed tops of their caps, their tin canteens and bright 
musket-bsurels, flashing in the light of the morning sun. 

As we advanced into the open country, the scenery rapidly 
changed ; the sandy beach, the bold promontory, and sea- 
beaten rock, ffave place to the vine-clad cottage and the 
wooded hill. Some antique tomb, a rustic fountain, or a time* 
worn cross, half sunk in earth, often adorned the way-side ; 
the white walls of a convent, embosomed among luxuriant 
orange-trees, or an ancient oratory, with its carved pilasters 
and gray arches, occasionally met the eye ; while the dark 
arcacks of avast and ruinea aqueduct stretched across the 
valley, and the ramparts of a feudal castello frowned from 
the mountains above — ^the ruddy hue of its time-worn brick, 
or ferruginous rock, harmoniously contrasting with ih0 
bronzed ^liage of dense forests, forming the back-ground of 
the view. Ihe air was redolent with 9ie perfume of roses, 
and myriads of other flowers, which flourished in the wildest 
luxuriance on every side ; whfle the gigantic laurel, the vine, 
with its purple fruitage, the pa<^M acacia, and the glossy 
ilex, alternately cast their shadows across our line of march. 

All this was delightful enough, no doubt : but a ratthne 
voUey of musketry, which flashed upon us from amid the dark 
masses of a wood we were approaching, brought a dozen of 
our party to the ground, and the whole to a suaden halt. 

** liive Joseph, king of Naples !" cried the French com- 
manding officer, brandishing his sabre. " Another volley, my 
braves !'* 

But before his last order could be obeyed, our own fire was 
poured upon his light troops, whose pale green xiniform could 
scarcely be distinguished fiom the foliage, among which they 
had concealed themselves in such a manner as completely to 
enfilade the highway. Shot dead by the first fire, Eraiinz 
rolled from his saddle beneath the hoofs of my horse, and his 
glazing eyes glared upwards on me for a second. Perhaps I 
answered by a scowl : for I thought of my brother Frank. 

Disconcerted by his sudden fdl, and staggered by the un- 
expected fire in front and flank, the Corsicans would have 
shown the white feather — ^in other words, fled — ^had I not set 
a proper example to their officers, by leaping from Cartouche 
and putting myself at their head. 

"Forward, Corsicans. Eemember Paolo! Follow me! 
Charge !" And with levelled bayonets they plunged through 
the thicket, regardless of what the enemy's starenffth misht be. 

Hand to hand with the musket and sabie, we dashed head* 
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long into the wood, and engaged the tirailleurs, with whom 
the contest was shafp. We lost several men, and I received 
& slight wound on the left arm from a young sub, whom we 
afterwards discovered to be the son of (xeneral Eegnier ; but 
a party of our own troops, led by Colonel Oswald, rushing 
with impetuosity on the flanks of the French, decided the 
issue of this our first encounter with them in Italy. We dis- 
lodged the little band from ambush, taking two hundred pri- 
soners, and killing, or putting to flight, as many more. Cfap- 
tain De Viontessancourt, who conmianded them, escaped wifli 
the survivors. These Prench troops proved to be a detach- 
ment of the 23rd light infantry. 

Leaving a party to g[uard our prisoners, we followed cau- 
tiously the retreating tirailleurs through the great forest of 
St. Eufemio, and sdong the highway towards Maida, ex- 
changing a skirmishing fire the whole way : many men were 
killed, or severely wounded, and left to become a prey to 
lynxes and wolves. As little honour and no advantage seemed 
hkely to accrue from this unpleasant work, Oswald ordered a 
halt to be sounded, and drew the skirmishers together, until 
our main body appeared ; when, by command of the general, 
a position was taken, up on advantageous ground, suppHed 
with wood and water, while the necessary advanced picquets 
were despatched to the different points and roads around it. 

Here we formed an intrenched camp, expecting to be 
joined by some of the Calabrian noblesse and people, and 
to hear certain intelligence of the movements of the 
eneniy, whose strongest force lay at Eeggio, under the com* 
mand of Eegnier, a general of division. 
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Soon after halting, we received intelligence of the success- 
ful issue of Sir Sydney Smith's attack on the castle of St. 
Amanthea ; a strong fort, which, being quite inaccessible on 
the land side, he carried by assault on the seaward, capturing 
four hundred prisoners, and a quantity of arms and military 
istores. 

In the evening, I was despatched by Sir Johij to a young 
^Neapolitan noble ; who, in anticipation of our expedition, had 
jsome time before secretly quitted Palermo, and liad been re- 
sidmg among his countrymen, for the purpose of ascertaining 
jtheir sentiments toward[s the British as allies, and the pro- 
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bable number that would rise in arms, on our displaying the 
Union- Jack in Italy. 

This personage, to whom I took a letter from the general, 
bore the titles of visconte di Santugo, and grand bailiff of 
Lower Calabria, and was the most powerful feudatory in the 
provinces. Our leader requested that he would use aU his in- 
fluence to arouse the peasantry to arms, for the service of his 
majestjr the king of JNTaples, m support of whose cause our 
expedition had now landed on the Italian shore. We soon 
found, however, that the hardy Calabrese required no other 
incentive than their own intense hatred and deep-rooted detes- 
tation of the French. I had been ordered to return next 
morning with any volunteers the visconte could collect ; and 
was not averse from the prospect of remaining a night at his 
villa, as my undressed wound . was becoming a little trouble- 
some. 

At that time, the two Calabrias, the Abruzzi, and all the 
Italian mountains and fastnesses, were swarming with hordes 
of armed peasantry—half patriots and half bandits. This 
system of disorganization and immorality was promoted by a 
mortal hatred — ^the rancorous enmity of Italian hearts — 
against the usurper Buonaparte, and nis slavish law of con- 
scription ; which aimed at the military enrolment of all classes, 
without distinction or permitting substitution. The proud 
noble, who could trace his name and blood to the warriors and 
senators of ancient Eome, and the humble peasant were to be 
alike torn from their homes, turned into the ranks as private 
soldiers, and sent forth, at the pleasure of this forei^ tyrant, 
to fight and to perish among the wild sierras of Spam, or the 
frozen deserts of E.ussia. £l consequence of this invasion of 
the rights of the Italian people, many young men of high 
birth, and others whose condition in lifeliad, previous to the 
French aggression, been respectable, now fled to the moun- 
tains ana wilderness, and became outlaws, rather than yield 
submission to the yoke of a Corsican conqueror. Kanged 
under various leaders, these spirited desperadoes, in conjunc- 
tion with the banditti and the Loyal Masse, harassed the 
French incessantly, by a guerilla warfare of attacks, skir- 
mishes, and assassinations ; and with such effect, that Buona- 
parte computed his loss by the stiletto and rifle at not less 
than twenty thousand soldiers, during his attempts to subdue 
the brave outlaws of the Calabrian mountains. 

In every town there was a French garriaon, and every 
garrison had its prison-house, which was filled with those 
whom the French chose to designate rebels : these they put to 
death by scores ; waging against the ixnhsLj^^j paesani a war 
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of extermination, and maintaining it with a cmeltj unworthy 
of the heroes of Arcole and Marengo, and the representatives 
of ihe boasted " first nation in Europe." By sentence of a 
drum-head court-martial, and more often without the form of 
a trial, ihe poor peasants were shot to death in vast num- 
bers ; and their bodies, after being suspended on gibbets for a 
day or two, were east into an immense pit dug close by, in 
order that the sallows might be clear for the next detach- 
ment of victims brought in by the troops employed in scour- 
ing and riding dawn me coun^. These outrages considered, 
it was no matter of wonder to us that the country rose 
en masse on our landuigf and that the Neapolitan cry of 
" Ferdinando nostro, e la Santa Eede 1" rans &om the shores 
of the Mediterranean to the waves of the Adriatic. 
. As I rode from the camp on my solitary mission towards 
St. Eufemio, I thought of the lawless state of the country, 
and could not but reel a little anxious about my personal 
safety : the gay trappings of a staff uniform were llkelv to 
excite the cupidity of some villanous bandit, or unscrupulous 
patriot. What scattered parties of the French might be lurk- 
ing in the great forest, I knew not ; but an encounter with 
them seemed preferable to one with the Galabrian brigands,—- 
of whose ata^>cious ferocity I had heard so many norrible 
stories circulated by the gossiping Sicilians, in the gardens 
and caf^ the salons and promena&s, of Palermo. My first 
adventure gave me a vivi<^ but rather impleasant, illustration 
of the fierce manners and unsettled state of the country we had 
oc»ne to free from invaders. 

While crossing a rustic bridge, the parapets on each side of 
which were garnished with an iron cage, containing a human 
head in a ghastly state of decay, my ears were shocked, 
my eyes had been, by tiie cries and exclamations of a man in 

great agony and terror. Quickening the speed of Cartouche 
om a trot to a gallop, and unbuttoning my holster-fiaps in 
readiness for drawing my pistols, I rode towards the place 
whence these outcries proceeded. In a rocky hollow by the 
wayside, I beheld a Sicuian struggling desperatel^r with about 
twenty armed ruffians, whom I had no hesitation in believing 
to be bandittL They were all handsome and athletic men, in 
whose appearance there was something at once striking, pic- 
turesque, and sufficiently alarming. AU wore high, conical, 
Calabrian hats, encircled by a broe^ red riband, that streamed 
over the right shoulder ; jackets and breeches of bright- 
coloured stuSs, ornamented with a provision of tags, tassels, and 
kaots, and girt round the waist with a scarlet sash of Palmi 
fiilk i and leathern gaiters, laced saltire-wise up the legs with 
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red sbraps : a musket, dap^^cr, and powder-horn completed tlieir 
equipments. Coal-blac£ hair streamed in extravagant pro]^» 
sion over tlieir shoulders ; long locks being esteemed in the 
Oalabrias a si^ of loyalty to the king and enmity to the 
French : thnSjUie extent of a man's patriotism was determined 
by the length of his hair. Bat the unfortunate Sicilian in their 
hands was destitute alike of flowing curls and twisted pig-tail ; 
hence his captors, supposing him unquestionably to be a 
traitor (or at least not a true subject to Xing Ferdinand), in 
having conformed to the fashion of the French, were deter* 
mined to punish hhn in the mode which the wild spirits 
of these lawless provinces adopted towards those who fell 
into their hands with hair shorn short, — ^the head having 
become, since the commencement of the war, " the politicfd 
index Ir^ which they judged whether men were Jacobins^ 
Sourbonists,'' or Buonapamsts. 

The brigands greeted my approach with a shout of welcome ; 
and, while I was dehberating how best to interfere and save 
itom their fury the imhappy man, he called upon me piteously 
for aid ; saving that he " was a poor tanner of Palermo— a 
follower oi our camp — and one who knew nothing of the 
fashions oi Calabria !" But I was too late to yield mm the 
least assistance, for the horrible punishment was inflicted the 
moment I drew bridle : and, in truth, I did not feel very 
chivalric in his cause, on learning that he was one of the vil- 
lanous tanners of Palermo, — that community of assassins so 
terrible to all Sicily. 

The right hand of the poor wretdi was chopped off with a 
bill-hook, and thrust bleeding into his mouth, which they 
compiled him to open by pressmg the hilt of a poniard behind 
his right ear. A sheep's tail was then fastened to the back of 
his head, to supply the deficiency of hair ; and bidding him 
wear it in remembrance of Francatripa, the whole party, after 
Iricking him soundly, bade me " gooa evening," and vanished 
amon^ the rocks. The mutilated tanner lay on the ^round» 
vrithmg in a^ony of body and bitterness of spirit, caOinj^ on 
San Marco the slorious, Santa Eosalia of Sicily, San 2jefR0, 
the blessed Ma<£)nna of Philerma, and innumerable other 
saints, to ease him of his pain ; but, as none of these spiritual 
-potentates seemed disposed to assist him, he then appHed to 
mortal me. 

Dismountinj^^ raised him £rom the ground, and, tearing 
my handkerchi^ into bandages, bound up the stump of h£ 
arm to stanch the blood ; he bemoaning his misfortune in 
piteous terms. He had a wife and children, he said, who must 
perish now, imless tibe Conciarotti (tanners) of Palermo— -to 
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^hose unruly corporation he belonged — would support 
them. 

" Oh I excellenza," he added, " believe me, I am no traitor : 
and surely the want of my hair will not make me one. I fell 
in with a French patrol, who compelled me to cut off my long 
hair, in token of submission to Xing Peppo." (Peppo, a 
contraction of Giuseppe, or Joseph, was the name by which 
Joseph Buonaparte was conmionly known.) " Maledictions 
drive them from purgatory to the aeepest dens of hell ! They 
have destroyed me, curses upon them ! May they all hang 
as high as Tourloni the cardinal, and may their bones bleach 
white in the rain and the sunshine ! Had I lost the left 
hand, instead of the right, I could still have revenged myself. 
Maledetto ! Oh I blood for blood ! Am I not one of the 
£!onciarotti, at whose name the king quakes, at Kaples, and 
his viceroy, at Palermo P But, oh ! Madonna mia, never can 
Tevenge be mine ; for the hand that is gone can grasp the 
acciaro no more !" And thus cursing and bmenting, he rolled 
on the ^rass till he foamed at the mouth. I was obliged to 
leave hmi, and i)ursue my journey. 

By the road-side, I passed some of the bodies of those who 
had fallen in the skirmish of the morning. Stripped by the 
peasantry, they had lain all day sweltering under a burning 
-sun ; and now the vultures were screaming and flapping their 
wings, as they settled in flocks wherever one of these poor 
feUowB lay unburied, with his blackened and gory wounds 
exposed to the gaze of every passer-by. 

At the gate of St. Eufemio, I told several persons, who 
were loun^g and smoking under the shadow ofthe walls, of 
the condition in which I hSd left the tanner among the rocks ; 
but, instead of going inmiediately to his assistance, they only 
•cursed him as a traitorous Siciliiui. 

** He is some false follower of Joseph the Corsican — cos- 
petto ! Let him die 1 — yes, die like a dog," was the answer I 
received on all sides. 

On entering the town, I was greeted by the shouts of the 
people, who had donned the red cockade of the Neapolitan 
king. Grentlemen bowed, and ladies smiled and waved their 
handkerchiefs from verandahs and sun-shaded windows ; women 
•held their children aloft at arms' length, and the ragged arti- 
san flourished his broad straw hat over the half-door of his 
>8hop ; all ioiningin the general burst of welcome, and cries 
•of " Long life to JCing Giorgio of Great Britain." 

While riding through the principal street, with all the 
hxary and importance of an aide-de-camp bearing the fate of 
•empires and of armies in his sabretache, I could behold on 
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eveiy Iiand the traces of tliat dreadful eaxtliquake which, two 
Imnared years before, had overwhehned the ancient and once- 
opxdent city, converting it in a moment into a vast fetid 
marsh. Here and there stood a palace, rearing its time-worn 
facade, amid the miserable* houses or filthy hovels of which 
the modem St. Eufemio is principally composed ; while frag- 
ments of columns, crumbhng capitals, and shattered entabla-* 
tures, stiU lay strewn on every side. 

The mansion of the podesta, or mayor, and of Ser Villani, 
the principal lawyer, as well as others of a better description, 
bore marks of French violence and rapine. Torn from its 
foundations, lay a column with the arms of Luigi d'Alfieri, 
the grand baihfiP, carved upon it ; here lay a statue, there a 
fountain broken to pieces ; the madonnas at the street-comers 
were all demolished, the niches empty, the lamps gone ; and 
many gaps appeared on each side of the way, where houses 
had been pulled down for firewood, or wantonly burned by 
the brigade of the marchese di Monteleone — a iouonapartist 
commander, whom common report declared to be an English- 
man. All the stately trees that once bordered the Marina, 
or promenade, along the sea-shore, had been cut away and 
destroyed ; probably, less from necessity than for the purpose 
of annoying the people ; for the French, if allowed to be the 
most gallant nation, are also considered the most reckless 
soldiers in Europe. 



CHAPTER in. 

VISCONTB DI SANTUGO. 

The villa of the visconte di Santugo was some distance 
beyond St. Eufemio, and my way towards it lay along the 
desolate Marina. 

The appearance of the bay, studded with our fleet of trans- 
ports and men-of-war, was beautiful ; its deep blue was now 
fast changing to bright gold and crimson, in the deep ruddy 
glow of the setting sun. The calm sea shone like a vast 
polished mirror, in whose bright surface the rocky head-^. 
Lands and the yeUow beach, the picturesque little town of 
St. Eufemio, and the castles on the clins, with the Httle 
groups of white cottages that nestled under their battlements 
as if for protection, and the stately frigates, with their yards 
squared, and open ports bristling with cannon, were aLil re- 
flected : every form and tint as vividly defined below the, 
surface as above. 

Situated upon the margin of the bay, stood the residence: 
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<ji the grand bailiff. It was a large and imposing edifice, 
and, though not a perfect model of architecture, presented a 
very fair example of the ancient Boman blended with the 
modem Italian style. Designed by the old architect Giacomo 
della Porta, the villa occupied the site of the ancient castle 
of St. Hugo, which had withstood many a fierce assanlt 
during the wars with the Norman kings of Sicily, the 
Saracens, and other invaders : it had also been the scene of a 
cruel act of bloodshed, during the revolt of Campanella the 
Dominican. The castle suffered so much from the earthquake 
of 1560, that the then visconte demolished the ruins, and 
engrafted upon them the more modem Italian villa, which I 
was now approaching. A large round tower of dark-red 
brickwork, with ponderous crenelated battlements, reared its 
time-worn front above the erection of the sixteenth century. 
It was a fragment of the ancient Castello di Santugo, and its 
superstructure rose on the foundations of a Grecian, Boman, 
or Gk>tliic fortress, of unknown name and antiquity. From 
its summit the standard of Naples waved heavily in the light 
evening wind. 

A rustic lodge and gate gave entrance to an avenue, that 
wound witli snake-like turnings through the verdant grounds, 
embosomed among groves of orange and olive trees. Above 
these rose the old tower and the modem minarets with gilded 
vanes ; while the heavy balustraded terraces and projecting 
cornices of the villa were seen at intervals, standing forward 
in bold relief or sunk in deep shadow, as the evening sun, 
now sinking into the Mediterranean, shed bright gleams of 
gold and purple upon its broken masses. A part of the 
edifice projected from the rocks, and supported upon arches, 
overhxmg the sea. The chambers in that damp quarter of 
the mansion were fitted up in the style of marme grottos ; 
with mosaic-work, shells, marble, and many-coloured crystals, 
interspersed with fountains, where groups of water-gods 
spouted forth ample streams from conches and horns of 
Inronze. These erottos afford a cool and silent retreat during 
the heat ci the day, and a magnificent scene for an entertain- 
ment, or a ball al firtsco, when illuminated by night. 

The avenue, whidi was bordered on each side by statues of 
heathen deities, antique marble vases filled wiHi nowers, and 
carved fragments of ancient temples, led to ^e portico; 
where a range of IoIIt Corinthian columns supported a pedi- 
ment, ornamented with the arms of the noble house of Ameri, 
collared with three orders of Italian knighthood. 

On the smooth lawn in front, a group of giris — probably 
the servants of the mansion — danced to the tinkling notes of 
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tiie mandolin, the sound of the tabor, and their own mnsical 
Toices. The picturesque ^b, and stately Ansonian forms of 
these '' deep- Dosomea maids/' with their jetty tresses and 
sparkling eyes, lent additional charms to a scene which, to 
me, was equally new and interesting. A few young men, 
in the Calabrian costume, were of the party ; and I was not less 
pleased with their regular and manly features, agile air, and 
dassio elegance of form, than with tne softer graces of their 
bri^ht-ey^ companions. On my approach, mey abandoned 
their amusement and retired with something very like pre- 
cipitation : a red coat was new to the Calabrians ; with whom 
the appearance of a scddier was always associated with the 
rapme and violence of French foraging-parties. 

The chasseur, or courier — that indispensable appendage to 
a great continental household — ^approached me, bowing ob- 
sequiously, with cocked hat in hand. He was an old, iron- 
visaged and white-mustachioed Albanian Greek, descended 
fi*om the followers of Scanderbeg ; thousands of whose pos- 
terity are yet to be found in the Calabrias. The courier re- 
joiced in me classic name of Zacheo Andronicus, and spoke 
an uncouth sort of Italian. His stem aspect, and splendid 
green livery, laced with gold and mounted with massive 
woulder-knofcs ; his heavy boots and spurs, scarlet sash, 
and eouteau^'Chasse, or hanger, made him altogether a 
formidable-looking fellow, and ^labled him to maintain his 
position as the attendant of the visconte and the head of the 
numerous household. Bidding me welcome in the name of 
his lord, the courier desired a servant named Giacomo to 
take my horse to the stables in the wing. Giacomo — a 
spruce Italian, dad in a blue onen-necked shirt, bright yellow- 
sleeved vest, and blue-stripea breeches, girt about with a 
gorgeous scarlet sash, who acted in the capacity of sub 
major-domo — replied to the order of the Greek with a scowl, 
and desired another man to approach ; to whom I resigned 
the bridle of Cartouche. 

On entering the marble vestibule, I was met by the vis- 
conte, who embraced me in the usual fashion ; bestowio^ a 
kiss on my cheek with that theatrical air of friendship which 
is BO truly continental, and surprises the more phlegmatic 
bat warm-hearted Briton. However, having been pretty 
well used to such greetings while quartered in Sicily, I re- 
turned with a good grace the salutation of Santugo ; whom 
I found to be a handsome young man about five-and-twenty 
(my own age), and of singularly noble aspect. His address 
was polish^ and captivating ; the bnlliancy of his large eyes 
gave a pleasing animation to his countenance, and lent a 
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cliarm to his decided manner. His black mustacliio, twisted 
on his upper lip, his short black hair (he was beyond the 
suspicion of Jacobinism), and closely-buttoned sopraveste of 
dark-coloured velvet, gave him somewhat of a military air. 
When he spoke or laughed, he had more of the Calabrian 
mountaineer in his tone and expression, than of the oily con- 
descension and excessive pohteness of the Italian noble; 
who, notwithstanding his many quarters and crests, and his 
boasted descent from the heroes of Eome and Magna Grsecia, 
is too often a base and treacherous libertine — ^perhaps a 
coward. 

What I took to be the jewelled pommel of a concealed 
poniard, sparkled at times beneath his vest (it was a time and 
country in which no imarmed man was safe) ; and suspended 
by a scarlet riband from a button-hole, the httle star of a 
Sicilian order gUttered on his breast. His shirt-collar, of the 
richest lace, was left negligently open, the evening being 
sultry ; a short cloak, or mantello, was thrown over nis left 
arm, and a broad hat of light brown beaver, encircled by an 
embroidered riband, was held under his right ; completing a 
costume which made his whole appearance sufficiently striking, 
when viewed in that lofty and magnificent vestibule ; where 
the falling waters of a fountain, statues of the purest marble, 
and gilded cornices and pilasters, were gleammg in the rays 
of the setting sun, which streamed through four tall latticed 
windows. 

Introducing myself as Lieutenant Claude Dundas, of his 
Britannic majesty's 62nd regiment, and aide-de-camp to Sir 
John Stuart, I presented him with the despatch, and added 
something to its import ; observing how much we stood in 
need of unmediate reinforcement from the Calabrian barons, 
in consequence of the smaUness of our force. 

" Signor, you have but anticipated me," said the visconte. 
" The moment I heard of your disembarkation on the coast, 
I hoisted the Winged-Horse of Naples on the villa, and beat 
up for recruits. I have already mustered many, in addition 
to those peasantry over whom, as hereditary feudatorio, I 
have distinct authority and power. These men served under 
me when the troops of Naples drove the French generals 
Championnet and Macdonald from Eome ; and, from their 
courage and character, they wiU, I have no doubt, be a very 
acceptable aid to your general." 

" Monsignore luigi," I replied, bowing, " how can he suffi* 
cientiy thank you P" 

" tij permitting me to take, as usual, the supreme com- 
mand over them ; in truth, Signor Claude, they will scarcely. 
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obejr anyone else. At their head, I have already seen some sharp 
service at Eome and in Apulia; where I fought in three pitched 
battles under the Cardinal ItufTo, when he was a loyal man, 
and true to Italy. In those days, how little could we have 
dreamed that the Cardinal Prince of Scylla would become a 
traitor, and of such imhappy fame P I nave fought weU and 
hard for Italy," continued the visconte, as we ascended the 
staircase, " and would still have continued in open hostility 
against Peppo the Corsican ; but I left the army in disgust, 
at certain sh&^hting expressions used towards me on a recent 
occasion, by nis majesty of Naples ; who ought in person to 
lead on his people to death or victory, instead of eating his 
maccheroni at Palermo, like a coward as he is I" 

" Harsh words, my lord !" 

" Not more harsh than true. Know, signor, that the high 
spirit of Carolina alone keeps the cause of liberty alive in the 
hearts of the Neapolitan people. Oh ! for a hero to raise the 
house of Parma to its ancient fame ! But we will talk of these 
matters over a glass of the ruby-coloured Capri Eosso. Be it 
remembered, signor," continued the young lord, as he led me 
through a suite of noble apartments, " tmit zealous as I am 
in the service of my country and its unhappy royal family, 
it is not without considerable dread that I draw on the sbirri 
from my territory, in the present state of Calabria. Divided 
by politics and old family grudges, our feudatories are all at 
enmity, and quarrels exist here among these wild mountains, 
which are altogether unknown to northern Italy. Up the 
valley of the Amato, some miles from this, there dwells a 
certain troublesome fool, Dionisio Barone, of Castel Guelfo ; 
a rank Buonapartist. He is descended from that ancient 
family which, when but petty lords of Germany, in their wars 
with the Ghibellines, contrived to involve all the seignories, 
the cities, and families of Italy in feuds and bloodshed ; and 
all * for the sake of a vile cur !' as Giovanni Fiorentino tells us 
in his novel. Now, since the wars of Campanella, the rebel- 
friar, there has existed a bitter quarrel between the family of 
Alfieri and that of the Barone ; who (as he has been making 
himself more than usually active and obnoxious of late) may, 
in my absence, overrun my territory with his followers and 
the banditti, and sack the villa. He is encouraged by the 
success of the French, whose general has abetted him in 
many an act of outrage and hostility.'* 

We had now reached a splendid saloon, where a smooth 
floor of oak planks with the oriffhtest polish amply compen- 
sated for the want of a comfortable carpet ; indeecf, this was 
not missed, while observing the richly-gilded furniture, the 

VOL. I. c 
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mperb frescoes on the eeiling, the graceful masses o{ rich, 
drapery breaking the outline of lofty casement-windows, and 
tike trophied arms, marble rases, and dark paintings by 
ancient masters, which adorned the walls. How all these gaj 
things had escaped the Erench seemed a miracle. 

A mandcdin, with some leaves of music, a veil, a small kid 
glove, and a bouquet of roses, lying upon a side-tabte, 
azmoonced that the villa was the residence of hidies ; and my 
curiosity became strongly excited. I had heard mnch ci tli« 
beauty of the Soman and Neapolitan women — of the rieh 
Instre of their dark eyes, and their classic loveliness ot face 
and form ; I was anxious, therefore, to have the happiness of 
an introduction to the fair inhabitants of the villa. Soeh 
rapturous descriptions had been given of the charms of these 
Juno-like damsels, by officers wm) served with the Bossiaxis; 
imder our general and Sir James Craig, at Naples, a short 
time before the Calabrese expedition was set on foot ; tiiafc 
these, coupled with tender recollections of a certain adventure 
at Palermo, made me feel doubly interested in making ac- 
quaintance with the female branches of this noble family. 

Giacomo Belloni (the man in the parti-coloured sarments), 
who acted as butler and maffgior-domo, or stewaro, superin- 
tended the arrangement of decanters, ices, grapes, and othes 
refreshments ; and by Santngo*s invitation, I was about to 
seat myself at a table, when two ladies entered. The elder 
was a stately-looking gentildonna, about fifty years d age, 
robed in black satin. Her face, with its pale and blanched 
complexion, instead of exhibiting the ugliness so common m 
the elderly women of South Itimr, wore traces of vdiat pef*. 
haps had once been perfect loveliness ; while her full dark 
eyes, and ebon hair, arranged in massive braids above a noblo 
forehead, gave her, when viewed at a little distance, an aspect 
of statuesque beauty of form, though sadly &.ded by the dis- 
sipation of fashionable life ; and I saw tliat she fireely used 
both rouge and bella-donna. Luigi introduced me, and I 
learned she was the dowager viscontessa, his mother. 

The younger lady was his cousin, Bianca d*Al£ieri, who 
even at first appeared to me a strikingly beautiful girl ; a 
captivating manner rendered the gentle expression of h«r 
features still more pleasing, as our acquaintance ripened. Her 
soft, bright, hazel eyes were shaded by lashes of the deepest 
jet, and ner finely arched eyebrows were of the same sable hue, 
Glossv black tresses were braided like a coronet around her 
aoperb head, whence a mass of fine ringlets flowed over a neok 
and shoulders which would have been considered fair even in 
onr own land of fair beauties, and in sunny Italy weie 
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deemed white as the new-faUen flnow. The charms of her 
lace and figure ware rendered still m<»re striking bj the rich- 
ness of her attire, and the splendid jewels whidi sparkled in 
her hair^ on her bosom* and her dehcate arms. Much has 
been said about the witchery (^unadorned beauty ; but the 
spuearance of Bianca d*Alfieri, arrayed in the splendour of 
full dress, and adonoed with all that wealth and Italian taste 
could furnish to enhance her natoral loyelmess, was truly 
majsnificent. 

!Dut how awkward was our greeting ! The little I knew of 
her language had been picked up at the mess of Florestan's 
Italian guard at Pal^mo» and she knew not a word of 
Enfi^h ; so we could <nily Twintnin a brok^Ei conversation* 
while her cousin, the yisoooite, laughed, without ceremony, at 
my blunders. Our interfiew was stupid enough; and yet 
not without interest, foi^ my ddi^t was equal to my surprise 
on beholding in the youuff la^ one with whom I had been 
acquainted at Palermo ; indeed, I had been ^uite in love with 
her for a time, until the imlucky route amyed firom head- 
quarters, and she became ahnost forgotten when we changed 
our cantonments. 

My readers will Idndly indulge me while I relate a short 
reminiscence of my first introduction at the Sicilian capital ; 
for, besides b^g of importance to my story, it afibras an 
illustration of the peeoHar manners of tne time and country. 

One night, at Queen Carolina's grand theatre, I observed, 
in the dress-circle, three young ladies, whose beauty made 
ihjsm the stars of the evening. Every glass, double ana single 
barrelled, was levelled at them from boxes and pit, wit^ Sie 
coolest impertinence. None present knew aught of them; 
save that they belonged to a Calabrese family of distinction, 
which had retired to Palermo on the advance of Joseph's 
arnrf to Naples. The youngest (whom I had now the hap- 
piness of recognxxing) seemed to me the most attractive; 
although, perh«>s, leaa statefy and dashing than her sisters 
Ortensia and l^aneeaoi ; and truly ^e was one of those 
enchanting beings whom a man meets but once in a lifetime, 
or at least imagines so. I was in the next box to them, with 
some of Sir Jcmn's gay stafiP, wkexL, inspred with admiration 
of tilieir beauty, the whole house rose, en masse, on their 
retiring. I followed the three beauties to the portico, 
out of mere curiosity, to see what sort of a "turn-out" 
they had, and endeavoured to discover who they were. A 
handsome carriage, adorned with a coronet, stood at the steps 
to receive them. By the mismanagement of the driver and 
ehaAseur, it had run foul of the equipage of Castel Guelfo» 

c 2 
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the Calabrian baron before mentioned ; a volley of abuse was 
exchanged by the servants, who soon came to blows ; knives 
were drawn, and the chasseur of each carriage unsheathed his 
hanger. With a lack of gallantry not usual on the continent^ 
the proprietor of the other vehicle, a sour-visaged, withered 
little mortal, would not yield an inch. Ternfied by the 
uproar, the kicking and plunging of horses, the swearmg of 
servants, and the clamour of a gathering mob, the timid 
Italian girls stood trembling and irresolute on the steps of 
the illuminated portico. I advanced to make an offer of my 
services as an escort. They surveyed me for a moment, while 
their large dark eyes dilated with pleasure and thankfulness. 
I was a stranger, it was true ; but my staff imiform and com- 
mission were sufficient introduction ; the moment was critical, 
and my services were at once accepted. 

I conmianded the baron to wheel back his calesso ; and did 
80 with an air of determination and authority. 

" Superba ! " cried the little man, ironically ; " who the 
devil are youP" 

" That you will discover in the morning, my lord," I an- 
swered, sternly ; " but, in the mean time, order your driver 
to rein back, or I will slash his cattle across the face." 

" Not the thousandth part of an inch ! " exclaimed the little 
man, from the depths of his carriage. "And hark you, 
Signor Carozziere, whip up your horses, and hold fast ; on 
your life ! " 

" Monsiffnore Bar6ne, once more I request — " 

" Fico ! i am in waiting for the princess of Patema, and 
is my carriage to give way before that of my bitterest enemy ? 
Hear me, good people,*' ne added, addressmg the increasing 
mob, among whom I recognized many of the savage con- 
ciarotti — a tribe, or faction, which was long the terror of the 
citizens, and disgrace of Palermo—" hark ye, sirs ! you all 
know me — ^Bar6ne Guelfo, of the vale of Amato— a true 
patriot, a despiser of Jacobins, and hater of Frenchmen. Is 
my carriage to make way for that of the visconte di San- 
tugo, a foflower of Buffo, the Buonapartist — a traitor to his 
king, to Naples, and to Sicily — an upstart signorello of yes- 
teroiay P I draw name and blood from the house of Guelfo, 
the foes of the Ghibellines, and one of the most ancient races 
of northern Italy." 

" Beware what you assert, Signore Bar6ne !" said Zacheo, 
the old chasseur ; Santugo, who is now fighting bravely in La 
Syla, is the reverse of a traitor, and may yet make you eat 
your words with an ounce bullet." 

"Hell contains not a blacker traitor!" cried the baron> 
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starting half out of his carriage, and animated by the bittere ' 
personal hatred against his enemy. " No, nor Naples a more 
cunning Buonapartist. And sure I am that the bold-hearted 
conciarotti of Palermo will not see the Bar6ne Guelfo, one 
of the most faithful nobles of the Junta, and grand cw^- 
bearer to his altezza the prince of Patema, insulted in their 
streets, and his equipage compelled to yield before another." 

" Larffo ! largo ! viva il Barone ! largo ! make way ! " yelled 
the rabble. 

I was excessively provoked at this obstinacy in the cicisb^o 
of the princess ; it flowed from a political spirit, which I did 
not altogether understand. Meanwhile, the terror of the 
three Italian girls, and my anxiety for their safety, increased, 
as the clamouring conciarotti mustered apace, crowding 
around us. 

The conciarotti ! who has not heard of that terrible com- 
munity, at whose name all Palermo trembled? Like the 
lazzaroni at Naples, and the traateverini of Eome, a nest of 
matchless ruffians, banded together by mysterious laws, by 
ancient privileges and immunities, upon which not even the 
king or his viceroy dared to in&inge ; and against whom the 
power of the civil authorities and the bayonets of the sol- 
diers, the edicts of the Junta and manifestoes from the vice- 
regal palace, were alike levelled fruitlessly and vainly. The 
enlightened viceroy, the marchese di Caraccioli, could smother 
the death-flres of the Inquisition, and demolish its dreaded 
office ; but he dared not meddle with the tanners of Palermo. 

The conciarotti, or leather-dressers, occupied the lowest and 
most filthy parts of the ci^. In every revolutionary com- 
motion, not, and brawl, they pre-eminently distinguished 
themselves by their murderous ferocity, and wanton outrages ; 
and even during times of the most perfect peace, woe to the 
sbirro, or officer of the civil courts, who dared to show his 
face within their districts ; which thus became a sanctuary 
for the robbers and assassins of all Sicily. These, from tho 
date of their entrance, became enrolled among the conciarotti; 
and to oflend one member of this lawless community was 
sufficient to arouse the whole in arms. Many of the first 
noblesse in the kingdom were savagely massacred by the 
conciarotti during the riot of 1820; since when they have 
been, by the most vigorous efforts, rooted out, and their 
hideous den, so long a festering sore on the face of Palermo, 
utterly demolished. 

Bipe at aU times for wanton outrage, especially against the 
weak and unofiending, and animated by the prospect of 
plunder, a rabble of these black-browed artisans, armed with 
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ox-ffoads, kniyes, and dabs, threw iiiemsebres, with loud 
jelb, upon the carriage whidi bore tlie arms of Santogo ; 
they would have smashed it to pieces in a moment, had I not 
cat their leader down — an act wliich struck them with a pasie 
-—and, aided by Oliver LasceUes (a brother officer, who 
hickily came op at that moment), drove them back sword in 
hand. To hairy the ladies ap the steps of the carriage, to 
dose the door, and spring oa the foot-board behind, was the 
work of a moment ; and we drove off to Sant* Agate Palace, 
with all the rabble of Palermo veiling in oar rear, like a pae> 
of hungrv hoonds after a froitlMS ohue. 

The splendid mansion of this Calabrese prince would pro- 
bably have fallen a prey to the furioos conciarotti, but for Ihe 
timely arrival of tne queen's Italian guard, and a detadi- 
ment of ours, which were quartered in it for its protection. 

Having thus, like a cavalier of zomanee, obtamed a strong 
daim to the gratitode <^ the yoong ladies, next night, at a 
gay fSte given by the prince of St. Agatha, I ma£ all 117 
i^roadies to tliese fiEur belles in doe ioirm; opened tike 
tnnic^es between the figures of a qaadriile, came to closer <Tpuuv 
ters in the waltz, and Icept ap soch a eoxftinual fire of litde 
attentions and gallant nonsense, tiiat, ere the ball dosed, I 
congratulated myself on having made a ^vourable impressioA 
irhere I had some anxiety to please. I returned to my 
gloomy qoarters in Fort la Gaiitii* with my head buazmar 
Sram the effects <^ the prince's good wine and the myriaid 
wax-lights whidi iUuminated his salooiis, to dream of Italian 
eyes and ankles, Sicilian gaiety, and the soft voice and 
fiofter smils of ^ancad'Alfieri, ontil aroused next morning' 
by our drams beating the gSnirale in the echoing squares ^ 
tne fortress. 

" Dundas, the route for Syracuse has oome ! " cried Lasoelks^ 
knocking lustily at mv room door. " We march at daybi«ak 
to relieve the SIst. Deaced onpleasanl^ is it not P" 

" Devil take the route !*' thou^;ht X, as an appointment with 
Bianca to gallop along the Manna, and drive four-in-hand to 
Montreale, flasned anon my mind. But there was no hdp 
f<nr it. The 62nd baoe adieu to " Palermo the Happy," and 
amid the severe duties of Syracuse, I perhaps ceased for a 
time to think of Biuica. But to resume. 

''Ah, signoraT' said I, taking her hand, '*yoa have not 
quite forgotten me, then P" 

'• Oh, Signer Claude, how can I forget that terrible night 
with the conciarotti P" 

" And the ball at the prince's palace P** 

A slight blush suffused her soft cheek, and I felt my old 
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pencliaiit returning with renewed strength. " Grood!" I 
thought ; " she has not forgotten my name'' On inquiring 
for her sisters, Ortensia and Erancesca, whose black eyes had 
so bewitched poor OHver Lascelles, the young lady changed 
colour, as if one part of my inquiry distressed her, and the 
Tisconte appeared a little disconcerted. I had made an un- 
lucky blimder, yet knew not how. 

" Ortensia is married to the Cavaliere Benedetto del Cas- 
ta^o," replied Bianca; " and dear Eranoesca has taken the 
veil, and resides in her o(»iTeni at Crotona." 

The visoonte interrupted * any further questioning, hj 
warmly thanking me for the attention I had shown to his 
cousins in saving them from the insults of the Sicilian rabble. 
A yery l6n^ and oommon-place conversation thenensued, about 
the probame issue of our expedition, politics^ and the feLshion- 
able gossip of Pal^mo ; until the subject was changed by the 
entr^oe of Giaoomo Bdloni, to announce that the carriage 
was in readiness. The viseonteasa rose, and began to uk>1o- 
giiBe for having to leave me ; but as it was a playing ni^^ at 
Casa Sant' A^ta at l^'ieaatro, the prince would be mdunumt 
if «ke w«re a&ent. , 

''Bianca and I are constant visitors at the prince's conver- 
aajskmi ; and as all the ^{^of the Lower Pixmnoe are invited 
in honour of your army landing, it is so impossible to absent 
Qne-sel^ that you must indeed excuse us. Yisconte, you will» 
of course, remain P" 

'' Impossible 1" repHed Luigi ; '' I am boimd in honour to 
Tint the prince'fi tables to-ni^it, and to give Castdermo, the 
Maltese commander, a chance of regaining the thousand ducata 
I won from him — ay, per Baoeho ! and lost immediately afiber-^ 
wards to that cursed hunchback, Gaspare Truffi. Signor, I 
am puzzled ! To stay away would offend my powefful friend,. 
Ihe prince ; and yet, to go, even should yt>u accompany us,, 
may seem lacking in politeness " 

" I have already received an invitatioo, my lord,'* said I;. 
^ a chasseur of the prince's househdd arrived at the camp, lust 
b^ore I left, with cards for the general and staff-officers.' 

" Benissimo ! excellent ! Then you go, of course P" 

I bowed and assented. Ejiowing how deeply tiie desperate 

Fission of gaming was rooted in the hearts of the Neapolitans, 
expect^ to behold something altogether new — card-playing 
on a grand scale ; and desiring my vSise to be unstrapped nrom 
the saddle of Cartouche, I retired to make a hurried toilet 
for the prince's conversazione. , 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

DOUBLE OB QUIT ! 

The ladies soon appeared attired for tHe carriage ; eacli 
closely shawled, with ner elaborately-dressed hair covered by 
an ample riding-hood of black satin. The evening had now 
turned to night, and four servants bearing links lighted us to 
the portico ; where stood the well-hun^ and dashing carriage 
of tne visconte, whose footmen were clad in a livery so gay, 
that my uniform was almost cast in the shade by tne 
comparison. 

Tne vehicle being light, and the horses swift and strong, 
we dashed at a tremendous rate over a road so rough and 
stony that all attempts at conversation were rendered futile by 
the jolting and noise ; I never endured such a shaking, save 
once, when I had the pleasure of being conveyed, severely 
wounded, from Cefalu to Palermo, on a sixteen-{>ounder pm. 
All the Neapolitans, I believe, are addicted to furious drivmg. 
As the carriage swayed from side to side, I expected, at every 
lurch, that the whole party would be upset, and scattered on 
the road. However, no such mishap occurred, and in a very 
short time, with the gay chasseur galloping in front, we were 
flying through the paved streets of ]!Ticastro — a large and 
well-built city, on the frontiers of the Upper Province. 

High hills, covered with thick foliage, and watered by in- 
numerable cascades, arise on every side of Nicastro ; while 
towering above its houses and ample convents, stands the 
black, embattled keep of the ancient castle, within the strong 
chambers of which, Enrico, prince of Naples, paid the penalty 
of his rebellion, by a long and dreary captivity. 

We drove through a lofty archway, and drew up in the 
crowded quadrangle of a brilliantly-illuminated palace ; from 
the windows of which the lisht streamed down on densely- 
packed carriages, horses richly caparisoned, ^ded hammer- 
cloths, and the glancing plumes and liveries of footmen, 
drivers, and chasseurs, or outriders. The palace was situated 
immediately opposite the shrine of poor Sancto Grennaro — 
whom we mvolved in total darkness, by extinguishing all 
his consecrated tapers as we swept through the Strada 
Euffo. 

On alighting, I was about to give my arm to the viscontessa, 
but happily her son anticipated me, and I had the more 
agreeable office of ushering his fair cousin up the splendid 
staircase of the mansion ; which displayed on every hand the 
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usual profusion of vases and Italian statuary, coloured lamps 
gildint^, and frescoes. 

" It is, then, a conversazione P" I observed to Bianca. 

" Yes, signor ; but you will find little conversing here," shp 
replied, smiling in sucn a way as to reveal a row of brillianv 
little teeth. " Ah ! 'tis a horrible den !" she added, with a 
sigh. " You are a stranger among us, and will surely become 
a victim. Oh, caro si^or ! let me implore you not to play, 
whatever my cousin the visconte may say to induce you, as 
you will surely be stripped of every ducat ; and above all, do not 

earnest- 
given. " nut ± trust, cara signora, 
that my Scottish caution will protect me from the first dan- 
ger ; while a keen blade and a stout arm may be my guard 
against the second." 

** Alas !" she sighed, " your sabre will little avail you in an 
encounter with the stiletto of a revengeful Calabrian. Said 
you, signor, that you came from la Scozia — the landof Ossian 
andFin^air 

I looKed upon her animated face with surprise and 
inquiry. 

" Ah ! why so astonished P I have read the Abate Melchior 
Cesarotti, with whose translation all Italy is enraptured. 
But, Signor Claude," she added gaily, remember my caution ; 
" you are under my guidance to-night." 

I pressed the hana of the amiable girl, and assured her that 
I woiild abide entirely by her advice. I could not sufficiently 
admire that innate goodness of heart which made her so 
interested in the welfare and safety of a comparative stranger. 

The noble staircase, the illuminated corridors, and magnift- 
cent saloons of the palace, were crowded with all the rich, the 
gay, and the luxurious of Nieastro and the villas scattered 
along the coast, and fresh arrivals were incessantly alighting 
from vehicles of every description, — ^the lumbering and gor- 
geous old-fashioned chariot, the clattering calesso, and the 
humble jog-trot sedan. Some guests came on horseback; 
but none who could avoid it came on foot, — ^to use his legs on 
such an occasion would be considered a blot on the escutcneon 
of a Neapolitan gentleman, who, if he has the least pretension 
to dignity, deems some sort of vehicle an indispensable ap- 
pendage. But the French had appropriated a vast number 
of horses for ba^zgage and other purposes ; and those caraliert 
who had lost thenr eqnipages were fain to steal in nniieen 
among the press, or renmn at home*— forfeiting the rich haf' 
vest which the open halls and ample tablet of the prinee of 
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Sant' Agata Bromised to every needy gentleman, sliarp- witted 
dowager, ana desperate rogne. 
I " fiuly," thought I, while enrveying the gay assemblage, 
\ " the land is not so desolate as we have been led to imagine !" 
$ But probably so dazzling a concourse would not have met but 
lor tne presence of our army, which now lay between them 
^ and then* hated enemies. 

; In a spacious saloon, ornamented with statues and paintings, 
where the lights of ike ^;irandoles were flashed back from 
gilded pendants and shinmg columns, and sparkled in bright 
gems and brighter eyes, stood the prince, receiving the 
stream of company ghttearing with epaulettes, orders, stars, 
and jewdleiy, which pcmred m through the folding- doors. 
He was a withered little man, whom 1 had often seen at 
Palermo. Like too many who were present, he was said to 
have succumbed to General Eegnier ; but now, encouraged 
b^ our presence, he had hoisted the flag of the Bourbons on 
his palace, and donned the green uniform of the Sicilian Scop- 
petteria, or fusiliers of the guard, while the star of St. Mark 
the Glorious sparkled on his breast. 

Kone of our stafl*had yet arrived ; and the Si^ora Bianca 
presented me formally to her relation Ihe prmce, who in* 
quired, with an affectation of interest, about the health of the 
general — the number of our forces — what n^ws of the enemy ; 
but I saw him no more that night. Moving onward with tne 
throng, we foipid ourselves passing through the opposite 
folding-^oors, opening into another zoom of the suite, which 
was i£je grand scene of operations. Here the tables for faro 
and rou£e-et-noir were already glittering with ducats, piastres, 
and yel£>w English guineas, mingled with Papal scudi and 
Venetian sequiiuu &aJts weace seized, and places occupied, 
with the atiiK>8t eagerness ; but I had not made up my mind 
whether to play or not. Standing behind Bianca's chair, and 
leaning over thB back of it, I was much more occupied with 
her snowy shoulders, her uplifted ejes, and parted rosy lips, 
when she turned towards me, than with the company, of whom 
she gave me an account. To my surprise, she included in her 
enumeration one or two very jaunty cavaliers, who were sup- 
posed to be leaders of banditti* — or, to speak more gently, 
free companions, — ^who had been raised to the rank of patriotic 
soldiers hj turning their Imives and rifles against the jB'rench, 
and oo-operatinff with ihe chiefs of the Masse. 

I confessed mat I did not feel quite at home in such mixed 
society ; but Bianca only smiled ai my scmples, shrugged her 
lair shoulders, and made no reply. 
A soft symphony^ which at that moment floated from the 
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smsic-galleiy througli the lofty aparhnents, preluded the 
famous waltz of Carolina, and announced that a few of the 
younger visitors preferred the more polite and graceful 
amusement of tiie dance to rattling dice and insipid cards. 

** Deuced hot here, is it not?" said Lascelles, my brother 
aide-de-camp, as he passed me, adroitly handing a very pretty 
;irl through the press round the tables. ** The dancers are 
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ning : for the honour of the corps, you must join us, or 
some of mose fellows of the Slst may march away with your 
&ir companion." He moved away, with a knowing wink. 

** Tis the httle SignoraGismondo, — ^very pretty, is she not P**" 
said Bianca. The girl might have been termed supremely 
beautiful ; and not more so than unfortunate : but of that 
inore anon. She waved her hand mvitinglv to Bianca, and 
with her lon^ satm train swept through the folding-doors. 
PearM of bemg anticipated by some of our staff, whom I saw 
in dose confab* with Santugo, I solicited the hand of his fair 
fiousin for the first walte. 

She glanced inquiringly at her aunt, who, smiling, bowecl 
an assent, as she swept a pile of ducats towards her. I drew 
ijie white-gloved hand of Bianca across my arm ; and in & 
noment more we were whirling in the giddy circle of the 
waitzers. 

^ With so fair a partner, and a heart buovant with youths 
Tiyaoity, and love, how joyously one winds through the maze» 
of that voluptuous dance which is peculiarly the national 
measure of Italy. Kev^ shall I forget the happiness of tibat 
'* hour of joy," — ^the time when Bianca raised ner soft, hazel 
eyes to mme, as if imploring ihe additional support which my 
aim so readily yieldea, — ^the beaming smile aiui hurried whis- 
per, — the half caress, with soft curis fanning your cheek, the 
fluahing face and flashing eye,— oh, the giddy, joyous waltz ! 
It has a charm whidli wul alike outlive prudish censure and 
pungent satire,^— even that of the witty jjance Langstaff. I 
mttitaHy bequeathed Santugo to the ^preat master of mischief^ 
when he dragged us back to the gambling saloon. 

After a scanty allowance of ices, wine, and fruit had been 
handed round, or scrambled for at the side-tables, the most 
important business of the evening commenced in earnest. 
Then came the tug of war 1 Hundreds of eager eyes, scmie 
of them bright and bewitching, were greedily ^oating on the 
shifting heaps, whidx glittered on the tables of the prince's 
hell : for, by thus disgracing his palace, his altezza cl^tred an 
annual income of twSve thousand ducats. The closeness of 
the evening, combined with the pressure of the crowd at the 
tdbles, soon rendered the atmosphere of the saloon quite op- 
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pressive ; the faces of the hidies became flushed, and the iced 
malyasia was most acceptable and delicious. 

The general and staff had by this time arrived, and I soon 
became aware that we were the lions of the evening ; our 
scarlet uniforms and silver epaulettes attracted imiversal ob- 
servation. Mj fair Italian was sensible of this, and seemed 
proud to have me as her cavalier : her eyes sparkled with 
animation, and her vivacity increased ; while her little heart 
bounded with delight at this momentary triumph over sundry 
disappointed cavalieri and female rivals. Vanity apart, a ricn 
foreign uniform on a tolerably good figure has a great attrac- 
tion for female eyes. But counts and countesses, cavaliers 
and signoras, even dark-robed ecclesiastics (for there was a 
sprinkfing of them), soon became completely absorbed in the 
affairs of the table, — ^for gambling is the ruling passion on the 
continent. 

" They neither have nor want any other amusement than 
this last,** says Kotzebue, writing of the ^Neapolitans. " The 
states of Europe are overthrown ; they game not the less. 
Pompeii comes forth from its grave ; they ^ame still. Vesu- 
vius vomits forth flames ; yet the splendid gaming-table is 
not left. The ruins of Psstum, a few miles mstant, shining 
as it were before every eye, must be discovered by strangers ; 
for the Neapolitans are gaming. The greatest dukes and 
princes are Keepers of gambling-tables." As it was in the 
capital, so was it in all the provinces. 

Most of the ladies were attended by cavaliers ; some of the 
married, by that indescribable contingent on Italian matri- 
mony (which we must hope is disappearing) — a cicisbSo. A 
courtly old gentleman, who had attended the viscontessa 
during her married life, now sat beside her, sorting her cards, 
handing ices, and smiling as sweetly as if she were still a 
belle ; he was the Signor Battista Gismondo, a major of the 
loyal Masse. On the other side sat Bianca, "patching the 
various turns of the game ; although, for a time, she refused 
to take a part in it herself. 

We were seated at the faro-table, the acting banker of 
which was the duke of Bagnara, a professed gamester, and 
friend of the prince ; as also were the croupiers, il Cavaliere 
Benedetto del Castagno, and Castelermo, a Knight of Malta, 
with whom I had been on terms of intimacy at Palermo. 
The latter was bailiff, or commander, of St. Eufemio : but, 
alas ! in the wars of Buonaparte, the commanderie had been 
scattered, and the preceptory house reduced to ruins. He 
was a tall, swarthy, broad-chested, and noble-looking fellow, 
and still wore the habit of his order: a scarlet uniform. 



DOUBLE OS quit! 29 

lapelled and faced with black velvet, and laced with gold, 
having epaulettes of the same, with an eight-pointed cross of 
silver on each ; a large silver cross of eight points figured on 
the breast, and an embroidered belt sustained a long cross- 
hilted sword. Coal-black mustachios, protruding fiercel v from 
his upper lip, completed his soldierlike aspect. One of the last 
knights of nis order, he was, perhaps, also the last of his 
proud and distinguished race; and he certainly looked a 
thorough Italian cavalier of the old school. 

Before the banker lay heaps of coin, to which the gamesters 
continually directed their greedy eyes, flashing altemately 
with rage, exultation, or envy, as the piles of gold and silver 
changed owners, and were swept hurriedly mto bags and 
purses by the long bony fingers of sharp-eyed priests, and 
sharper old ladies ; who were too often winners to be pleasant 
company at the tables generally. Although the duke was 
the nominal holder of the bank, Santugo (who had lost con- 
siderably, and was, therefore, out of humour) informed me 
that the prince had the principal share in it, land that the 
profits were divided between them, when the company sepa- 
rated. I could not but feel the greatest disgust at the place^ 
and contempt for the majority of the company; whero 
women of rank and beauty degraded themselves by mixing 
with high-born blacklegs and professed gamesters, whose 
tricks and expressions were worthy of the meanest " hell " in 
London or Paris. 

One hideous fellow, in particular, attracted my attention. 
He was a dwarf, and bulky in figure, but scarcely four feet in 
height, and miserably deformed : his head and arms would 
have suited a strong man of six feet high ; but the head was 
half buried between his brawny shoulders and a prodigious 
hump, which rose upon his back, and his arms reached fax- 
below his bandy knees. He had the aspect as well as the 
proportions of a baboon ; for masses of black and matted 
locks hung round his knobby and imshapely cranium, while a 
bushy beard of wiry black hair, and thick, dirty mustachios^ 
with fierce eyes twinkling restlessly on each side of an enor- 
mous nose, made up a visage of satyr-like character. His 
person contrasted strangely with the garb he wore, which 
was the serge robe of San Pietro di Pisa : a brotherhood 
suppressed in 1809 by a decree of Murat, king of I^aples. 

This monster was the most successful player present : he 
eyed the cards in the hand of others more keenly than his 
own suite ; and I soon became convinced that he knew the 
backs as well as the fronts of them : yet the cards were per- 
fectly new. He was opposed to the viscontessa, and notwith- 
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gtMn^mg her sliU, acquired by the nightly gamblings of fire- 
and-thi^ yeaiB, lie stripped ber of a thousand dncats ; every 
bet he maoe bcong successful: his long ungainly arms and 
large brown hands found con^ual occupation in sweeping 
the money into a vast pouch which hung at his knotted 
girdle ; and he always aoconmanied the act with such a pro- 
Toldn^ grin of malignant eccnItation» that I felt inclined to 
box his ears. 

Bianca d*Al fieri bbished and trembled with shame and 
sorrow, on bdiolding the defeat and bitter mortification of 
her aunt; who sat Eke a statue of despair, when her last 
ducat yaiudbed into the capacious bag of the hideous, little 
religioso : but her misory was unheeded by those around, 
^eren b7 lier »m, irlu^e SDgiy gestares ikd &u>hing eyes 
led me to suppose that he was encountering an equal run of 
bad fortune at the rooge-et-noir table. He had acted all 
night as a sort of asssrtant to the banker,, whom he c^ten 
remdored uneasy by the enormous stakes he answered. 

''BraydDe! sharper I oh» yiUain hunchback!" exclaimed 
the old lady, kindnng with uncontrollable fury at the loss of 
her gold ; ** I will pumsh thee yet I My jewds are still left, 
and demon though tixou art in face and figure, never shalt 
thou conquer Griulia d'Alfien." 

She unclasped a tiara of brillianta from her head, removed 
% cosily necklace from her bosom, and with trembling haste 
drew off her rings and bracelets, which she cast on the table 
aa a stake. The banker and the knight of Malta attempted 
to interpose ; but the hunchback had already accepted the 
ehallenge with a fiendish grin c^ delight, promising to answer 
the stake on his own responsibility. 

''Madonna mia! my dearest aunt, beware!" urged the 
plinntive voice of Bianca : but the viscontessa heard ner not. 
With straining eyes she watched the fatal cards, which once 
more were told <mt slowly and deliberate^ ; while every eye 
was fixed,, and every lip compressed, as if the fate of Europe 
layon the turning up of these " bits of painted pasteboard. 

J^e viscontessa lost I Clasping her hands, she looked 
wildly round her for a moment ; Gismondo, her venerable 
cidslMo, presented his arm, and led her from the table in an 
a^ony of chajpfrin. Bianca imconscioiisly laid her hand on 
mine, and sighed deeply. 

" I am a uiarper and bully, am X illustrissimaP" chuckled 
the hunchbackea roeue, as he swept the glittering jewels into 
hb pouch, and chucHed, wheezed, grinned, and snapped his 
fingers, like an animated punchinello. 



nouBLS OB quit! 81 

^ Bravo ! bravissimo ! The ai^ora called me ass, too, I 
tbink ! A hard name to use in this illuatridits company. Ho, 
ho ! there are few asses so richly laden, and fewer bullies 
ivhose bags are so well filled." 

" Silence, fellow!" cried Castelermo, sternly; "silence, 
and begone I " 

"Instantly," replied the other, with a dari: look; "but 
keep me in remembrance, sisnor. I am Guspare TrufSr— 4lxoa 
knowest me : all on this side of I^aples know me ; and some 
on the other side, too." Here his eyes encountered mine, 
which I had unconsciously fiixed upon him, with an angry 
frown of astonishment and contempt. 

" Ho, ho ! Signor Subaltemo," said he, not daunted in the 
least ; " spare your frowns for those whom they are calcu- 
lated to mghten. I hare not seen you playing to^ght— 
win you try your hand with meP But, no; you dare not: 
you are afiraid to risk a paltry bajocco !" 

" Signor Canonico I" 1 replied, sternly, " beware how you 
venture to insult or taunt me. Biecollect, rascal, that neither 
the presence upon which yoc have intruded yourself, nor 
your black robe, may be a }>rotectkm against a horsewhip^ 
should I be provoked so far as to use one on that unshapelj 
figure of yours." 

" Corpo di Christo I" cried he, while his eyes glared with 
nvarice and fury; "will you answer my s^e, Signor 
Claude P " 

"Undoubtedly: but was it the devil told you my name P'* 

" You have guessed it, my good friend,---Satan himself," 
he answered, mth a grin; and flung his great heavy purse 
upon the table. 

" A thousand ducats on the black lo2sense," said I. 

" Double or quit I " he rejoined, and I bowed an assent, 
though I had not above twenty ducats in my purse. But 
enraged at his insolent arrogance in the presence of so many, 
I was determined to go on, neck or nothmg, and punish him, 
or myself, for engaging in a contest so contemptible. He 
staked his money ; which it was agreed by the Danker and 
croupiers must be entirely at his own risk, and independent 
of them. I staked my word, which was of course deemed 
sufficient. The cards were dealt with a precision which gave 
me ^11 time to repent (when too late) of^ the desperate aSair 
in which I had become involved with a regular Italian 
sharper. I dreaded the disgrace of incurring a debt of 
honour, which could not be conveniently discharged : for I 
had no means of raising the money, save by biUa on England. 
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There was also to be feared the displeasure of the genei^ ; 
who, like all my countrymen, was steadfastly opposed to 
gtmabling, and strictly enforced those parts of the " Articles of 
War " referring to that fashionable mode of getting rid of 
one's money. Agitated by these disagreeable thoughts, I 
knew not how the game went : the room seemed to swim 
around me; and I was first aroused to consciousness by 
Bianca's soft arm pressing mine, and by a rapturous burst of 
exultation from the company, who had crowded, in breathless 
expectation, around the table. 

I had won ! 

Craspare TruflS uttered a furious imprecation, and tossing 
out of his bloated bag a thousand and ten ducats, together 
with all the jewels he had so recently won, the discomfited 
dwarf rushed from the table, with a yell like that of a wounded 
lynx. I now rose greatly in the estimation of the right 
honourable company ; they crowded round me with congra- 
tulations for my victory over the hunckbacked priest, whom 
they seemed equally to dread and despise. 

The jewels and gold I secured in my breast pocket, lest 
some mmble hand m the crowd might save me me trouble. 
It was by this time long past midnight, and Luigi, who had 
borne an unusual run of ill-luck not very philosophicaUy, 
proposed that we should retire. He had lost a large sum of 
money to the baron di Bivona, and they parted in high dis- 
pleasure, with mutual threats and promises of meeting again. 

We were soon in the carriage, and leaving Nicastro behind 
US at the rate of twelve miles an hour. When passing through 
the porch of the palace, I caught sight of a strange crouching 
figure, looking like a black oundle under the shadow of a 
column. A deep groan, as the carriage swept past, announced 
that it was the nunchback, whom I nad perhaps reduced to 
penury. For a moment the contest and the victory were 
repented ; but a few hours afterwards proved to me that he 
was unworthy of commiseration. 



CHAPTER V. 

GASFABE TBUFFI, THE HUNCHBACK. 

** Bewabe ! Signor Claude," said the visconte, as we drove 
homewards ; " you have now made a most deadly enemv in 
Calabria. Do you know whom you have defeated P" 

" An itinerant priest, probably," I answered, with a slight 
tone of pique. 



OhASFAEE TBUFFI, THE HUNCHBACK. 33 

" A priest, certainly ; but, tliank heaven ! we have few such, 
either in Naples or Sicily. Though expelled from the brother- 
hood of San Baldassare, in FriuU, for some irregularities 
(which, in the days of the late inquisitor, Tourloni, could 
only have been cleansed by fire), Gaspare Truffi still wears 
the garb of a religious order — ^generally that of St. Peter of 
iPisa — ^that he may the more easily impose upon the pea- 
santry ; who stand in no little awe of nis harsh voice, mis- 
shapen figure, and hideous visage. On the mountains I have 
seen him in a very different garb ; with a poniard in his sash, 
and the brigand's long rifie dung across his back. He is said 
to be in league with me banditti in the wilderness ; and, as 
the confessor of Francatripa, he has obtained considerable 
sway over theni. On more than one occasion, in the encoun- 
ters between the brigands and the French, he has given un- 
disputable proofs of valour, though clouded by fear^ cruelty. 
You have neard of the wilderness of La Syla P There the 
mountains rise in vast ridges abruptly from the sea, shooting 
upward, peak above peak, their sides clothed with gloomy 
and impenetrable wood, or jagged with masses of volcanic 
rock, wnich overhang and threaten the little villages that 
nestle in the valleys below. Tremendous cascades and per- 
pendicular torrents — ^broad sheets of water fringed with snow- 
white foam — ^leap from cliff" to cliff*, and, -thundering down 
echoing chasms, seek their way, through mountain gorges, to 
the ocean. Into one of the mghtful valleys of that secluded 
district, a body of French troops, commanded by the mar- 
c^se di Monteleone, were artfdlly drawn by Francatripa, the 
brigand chief, Graspare, his lieutenant and confessor, and all 
their horde, by whom the whole unhappy battalion, to the num- 
ber of five hundred rank and file, were utterly exterminated. 
Thick as hail the riffe-balls showered down from all sides, and 

Eonderous masses of rock, dislodged by crow-bars, were 
urled from the cliffs along the line of march of that doomed 
regiment. Save the marchese and his aide, every man 
perished ; and the place is yet strewn with their bones for 
miles — a ghastly array of skeletons, scarce hidden amid the 
weeds and long rank grass, and bleaching in the sun as the 
wolves and v\iltures left them." 

" Cruel ! horrible !" said Bianca, clasping her hands. 

" Benissimo !" continued my enthusiastic friend ; " it was 
a just retribution for those whom they slaughtered hourly in 
their Golgotha at Monteleone. It was a smking example of 
Oalabrian courage and Italian vengeance ! It wiU be recorded 
in history, like Sie terrible * SicUiwi Vespers.* '* 

"A pretty picture of society!" I observed: "and such 

VOL. I. D 
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wretches as that apostate priest are pennitted to attend the 
entertamments of the prince of St. Agatha P" 

"You mnst not criticise ns too severely," replied Lnigi. 
" The tmih. is, we all perceive that Fra Tram is not an 
apostle ; but he is the uentenant and confessor of Franca- 
tnpa, who is esteemed the greatest patriot in the province, 
and with whom it is not tb^ prince s interest to qnaxrel, in 
the present disorganized state of society. Besides, he has 
plenty of ducats to spend, and he plays neelj and fearlessly ; 
whidEi is the principal, and indeed essentiiil qualification to 
insure respect and admittance to the first gambling-tables in 
the land. Per Baccho ! h^e is the villa — we have arrived at 
last !*' he exclaimed, as the carriage drew up before the dark 
facade of his ancestral mansion. 

Before the viscontessa retired, I presented her with her 
ducats and jewels which I had won back from the hunchbadc ; 
but she wonld by no means accept of them, and seemed for a mo* 
ment to be almost incensed at my ofier. I apologized, and re- 
turned the ducats to my purse ; they proveda very seasonable 
reinforcement to my exchequer, which racing, gambling, and 
our four-in-hand dub at Palermo, had c<msiderably dnuined. 
But the jewels I absolutely refused to retain ; and apolite 
contest ensued, which ended by Luigi proposing that imanca 
should present them to her patron, St. Eufemio, whoso 
fiunous shrine stood in the church (^ the Sylvestrians at 
Nicastro. 

Although aware that by this arrangement these splendid 
trinkets would become the prey of i& greedy priesthood, I 
oonld not offer a remonstrance against such a proposition, 
and only requested |>ermi8sion to present Bianca with the 
necklace. I oeheld willi secret joy me beautiful girl blushing 
and trembling with pleasure ; she did not venture, however, 
to raise her full, bright eyes to mine, as I dasped the string 
(^ lustrous gems around ner " adorable neck." 

"A holy night to you. Signer Claude," said her aunt, as 
they rose to retire ; " we sEeJI not, perhaps, see you when 
you leave the villa, with my son and his people, for tne British 
camp. But O, caro signer," she add^, pressing my hand 
affectionately, " we wish you and your companions all safety 
and success m fightiog against the enemies of our kin^; on 
bended knees, before the blessed patron of Alfieri, will my 
whole household and myself implore it. And remember, 
whenever you have spare time in the intervals of your mili- 
tary duty, the inmates of the villa d'Alfieri will ever be most 
happy to welcome you." 

She retired, leaning on the arm of Bianca, who. merely 
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bowed as she withdrew. The expressiTe glance I cast after 
her retiring figure did not escape the qm(3:-fflghted yisconte, 
who gave me a peculiar— shall I say haughty r-^-smile, which 
brought the blood to mj cheek ; my hea^ mis^ye me, thajt 
in time coming I might find him a formidable nyaL Youn^, 
handsome, lidhi, and titled, and enjoying all the priyileges 
which relationship gaye him, he was indem to be dreaded Dy 
a poor sub of the line. 

''Griaoomo!" cried he to his follower, "draw back the 
curtains, and opeu the windows towards the sea. Oospetto ! 
the air of these rooms is like the 6cirocco-~-the malaria of 
the marshes — or the breath of the yery deyil ! Bring cham- 
pagne, and lay dice and cards — no, by heayen ! I haye had 
enou^ of them to-night. Bring us the roU of our yolunteers, 
and then begone to your nest, mr Signer Claude and I intend 
to finish the morning jo\dally. An^ ola I Griacomo, see that 
all our fellows are up with the lark, mustered in the 
quadrangle, and at Lieutenant Dundas's disposal, by day- 

The 1(^ casements were thrown open* reyealing the mid- 
night ocean, in which the stars were reflected, together with 
streaks of lurid light thrown across the deep blue sky by tibue 
beacon-fires of the armed parties along the coast. The mur- 
murinjg sea dashed its wayes into foam beneath the arched 
galleries and oyerhaneing rocks, and the cool breeze, which 
swept oyer its ripplea sur£u;e, being wafted into the saloon, 
was delightfully refreshing. The wax-lights were trimmed, 
silyer jars and tall Y^ietian glasses placed on the table ; and 
the bnght wine, sparkling through me carved cijstal of the 
massiye caraffa, and embossed salyers piled with flowing 
grapes and luscious peaches, made me feel yeiy much mdinea 
to bring in daylight gloriously. I wished that my friend 
LasceUes and some of our gay staff at Palermo, or me right 
good fellows of my regimental mess, had been present. 

" Your health, signor," said the yisconte, when Giacomo 
had filled our glasses and retired. "May you become a 
marescial di campo ere you turn your liorse's tail on 
Italy!" 

" I thank you, my lord," said I, smiling ; "but I shall be 
yery happy if I gain but stars to my epaulettes ; and yet, ere 
Hiat, Massena must be conquered and Kome won V* 

" Now, then," he resumed, laying before me a long muster- 
roll of Italian names, " here are fiye nundred braye Calabrians, 
most of them my own immediate dependants, whom I haye 
authority to raise in arms $ but who, without the exertion of 
that authority, are ableand willing toserve Ferdinand of Naples ; 
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whom Madonna long presenre ! altHougli tlie said Ferdinand is 
a fooL But unless your general appoints me their leader, and 

Sermits me to nominate my own officers, these fellows may 
esert en masse to the mountains ; for they are unused to the 
rule of foreigners." 

" Our general is too well aware of the courtesv requisite on 
his landing on these shores, to dispute with the Italian nobles, 
or chiefs of the Masse, their ne^t to command their own fol- 
lowers. If they will serve obediently and fight well— obeying 
as good soldiers must obej, enduring as they must endure-— 
Sir John Stuart will require nothing more." My enthusiastic 
Mend grasped my hani 

" In our first pitched battle with the enemy," he exclaimed, 
" place us in fix)nt of the Hne, and we will show il Cavali^re 
Giovanni Stuardo, that the bold mountaineers of the Apennines 
are not less hardy or courageous than their ancestors we^ 
when Some was in the zenith of its glory." 

Puzzled for a moment to recognize the familar name of the 
general through the pronunciation of the visconte, I was 
deliberating how to reply, when I observed the great gnome- 
like visage of the hunchback appear at one of the open win- 
dows ; ms fierce, twinkling eyes sternly fixed on mme, with 
the steady, glistening gaze of a snake. He levelled a pistol, 
but it flashed in the pan. My first impulse was to grasp my 
sabre, my second to spring through the casement, whidi opened 
down to the level of the tessellated floor. 

" What see jou, signor P" exclaimed my astonished host. 

" That abominable nunchback, Peter of Pisa, Friar Truffle, 
or whatever you call him." 

" Impossible !" said the visconte. " Most improbable, in- 
deed ! at such an hour of the morning, and in a place where 
the clifls descend sheer downwards to the sea !" 

" Monsignore, on my honour, I saw his ill-omened visage 
peering between the rose-bushes." 

Luigi snatched a sword from the wall, and we made tre- 
mendous havoc among the full-blown roses, searching so far 
as we dared to venture along the beetling rocks ; but no trace 
of the eaves-dropper could be discovered. Indeed, the dan- 
gerous nature of the place, when I surveyed it, led me to 
suppose that I miffht have been mistaken, and that the appa- 
rition was an illusion of a heated im^ination ; for my head 
was now beginning to swim with the eittects of the champagne. 
Santugo, however, took the precaution of bolting the case- 
ments, and drawing the curtains ; after which we stretched 
ourselves once more on the couches, to listen for any sound 
that announced the approach of an intruder. 
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*' Ha ! wHat is that P'* exclaimed Santugo abruptly, as a 
dropping or pattering sound was heard on me floor. 

" The deuce ! my woimd bleeds !" said I, on finding that 
the slight sword-thrust which I had received in the morning 
had broken out afresh; probably in consequence of my 
exertions when searching for the hunchback. 

"A wound!" rejoined Santugo, with astonishment; **I 
knew not that you tad been hurt this morning in your skir- 
mish with the Toltigeurs." 

" A mere scratch, visconte/' I replied with a jaunty care-i 
lessness, half-afiEected, as I unbuttoned my uniform coat, and 
found with surprise that the sleeve and white kerseymere vest 
were complete^ saturated with blood. Through my neglect, 
and the heat oi the climate, the wound was TOconung more 
painM than I could have expected so slight a thrust to be. 

" Sancto Januario ! you never said a word of aU ihia I" 
cried Luigi, alarmed by seeing so much blood. *' Ola, there !" 
he added, sprii^dng to the door. " Giacomo Salvator^ ! An- 
dronicus ! you Greek vagabond ! " 

In three minutes we had all the male portion of the house- 
hold about us, with faces of alarm, m motley garbs and 
variously armed. 

Griacomo, who had gained some knowledge as a leech during 
his innumerable skinnishes with the french, bathed the 
wound and bound up my arm in a very scientific manner ; 
after which I bade my host adieu, and requested to be shown 
to my apartment. In truth, it was tmie to be napping, 
when in three hours afterwards we should be on the mardi 
for Maida. 

My sleeping-room was in a part of the viUa which had 
formed a tower of the ancient castle ; and, if there were any 

f hosts in men^ I^aples, it was just the place where one would 
ave taken up its quarters. It was named the toolfs chamber ; 
the legend thereof the reader will learn towards the close of 
my narrative. A large black stain on the dark oaken planks 
oi the floor ;^et remained, in testimony of some deed of^ blood 
perpetrated in the days of Campanella ; when a fierce civE 
war was wa^ed in Southern Italy. 

That I had seen the face of the hunchback palpably and 
^ystinctly, I had little doubt, when recalling the whole aflair 
to mind ; and I had none whatever that the hideous little 
man had m*eat reason to be my enemy. At that unhappy 
gaming-table, I had stripped him, perhaps, of every coin ne 
possessed, as well as the rich jewels he had won : a double 
triumph, which, coupled with my sarcasm on his appearance, 
was quite enough to whet his vengeance against me. In truth, 
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it was impossible to feel perfectly at ease while Teflectmgtliat 
lie might still be lurking about the villa ; aye, perhaps under 
my very bed. 

More than onoe, "vdien about to drop asleep, the sullen dash 
of the wares in the arcades below the sea-terrace aroused me 
to watchMness ; and I started, half imagining that the hnmze 
figures on the ebony cabinet, or the bold forms in a large dark 
painting by AnnibaLe Carracci, were instinct with life. 

Presently, I saw a shadow pass across the muslin curtains 
of my bed, and a figure gliding sofUy between me and the 
night-lamp, which burned on a eanred bradcet upheld by a 
b^utiM statue of a virgin bearing sacred fire. The sight 
aroused me in an instant ; recall^ my senses, cpickened 
tivery pulse, and strung eyery nerve for action. Kemaining 
breathlessly stiU, until my right hand had gat a firm grasp ot 
xny sabre (which luckily lay on the other side of the couch), I 
dashed aside the curtains and sprang out of bed, just in tune 
to elude the fbrious stroke of a Bastia knife ; which, had it 
taken effect on my person, instead of the down pillows, would 
have brought my Galabrian campaign to a premature aiid most 
impleasant dose. 

It was Truffi, the hunchback ! Exasperated by this second 
attempt upon my life, I rushed u^n him. He made a bound 
towards the window, through wmch he had so stealthily en- 
tered by unfiuitening the "Venetian blind ; but at the moment 
he was scrambling out, my sword descended sheer on his 
enormous hump. Uttering a howl of rage and anguish, he fell 
to the ground, where he was immediately seiied in the powe;F- 
ful grasp of Giacomo Belloni. 

" Signor Teniente !" cried Giacomo, as they struggled 
together on the verv edge of the cM*, ** deave his head wmle 
I hold him fiist I The stunted Hercules— the cursed crook- 
back I Maladetto I he has the strength of his £idiher, the devil ! 
Quick, signor I smite him under the ribs, or he will throw me 
into the sea V* But before I could arrive to his assistance, 
the hunchback himself had fallen, or been tossed (Giacomo 
said the latter) firom the balustrade terrace, which overiiune 
the water. He sank in the very spot where Belloni informeS 
me there was a whirlpool, which a hundred years before had 
BudLed down the iSm Qiovcmni, a galley of the Maltese 
kniglits. Escape seemed impossible, and I expected to be 
troubled with him no more. 

"You may sleep safdy now, signor," said the panting 
victor ; " he will never annoy you again in tibds world. The 
SigDiOra Bianca was afiraid that the hunchback might 
mdce some attempt upon your chamber (where, to speak 
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truth, blood Las been spilt more than once), and so she 
ordered me to watch below the window with my rifle ; but 
overcome with wine and the heat of the air, I dropped asleep, 
and was only awakened by his ugly carcass commg sqxuum 
upon mine V 

' ' I am deeply grateM to the Si^nora Bianca for her anxiety 
and attention. JBut, Master Gmcomo, you must learn to 
watch with your eyes open, after we take the field to-morrow : 
nodding on sentry will not do among us." 

Giacomo was abashed, and withdrew. Thus closed the ad- 
ventures of my first day in Lower Calabria. 



CHAPTEE YI. 



THE CALABBIAN 7BEE COBPS. 



Awakened at daybreak by the report of the morning gun 
from the admiral's ship in the bay, I leaped out of bed, and 
threw open the casement to enjoy the pure, cool breeze from 
the sea ; for nr^ blood felt hot and feverish, — ^the effects of the 
wine I had taken during the past evening, and the exciting 
occurrences c^ the last few hours. My wounded arm, too, 
was stiff and painful ; but I hoped it would soon cease to give 
me any inconvenience. 

Another bright and cloudless Italian morning ; the distant 
sea and the whdie sky, so far as the eye could reach, were all 
of that pure azure tint which the most pellucid atmosphere 
alone can produce. The sun had not yet risen, but the east 
was bright with the dawn, which burnished the rippling sur- 
face of the ocean, whose wavelets gleamed alternately with 
green and gold, as they broke on the shining shore. The 
morning landscape presented the most vivid contrasts of 
dazzling li^ht and deep sliadow. The peaks of the hills above 
Maida, — ^those hills wnidi were so soon to echo the boom of 
our artillery — ^the wavy woods which clothed their sides, and 
the silver current of the reedy Amato, elittered with glowing 
light ; while the bosky vale through wtdch the river wound, 
and tibe town of St. Eufemio, were steeped in comparative 
gloom. The bayonets of the marines on ooard Sir Sydney's 
squadron were gleaming on poop and forecastle ; and the red 
top-light, which burned like a lurid spark, amid the well- 
squared yards, and taut black riggiuff of the flag-ship, cast a 
long and tremulous ray across the stiU bosom of me brighten- 
ing sea. It vanished when the morning gun flashed foriih 
from the dark port-hole ; and, the shnll notes of the boat- 
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swains* wliistles piping up the liands, when the whole fleet 
began to heave snort on their anchors. 

Dressing with expedition, in ten minutes I stood booted 
and bdtedin front of the villa, where Santugo and two other 
cavaliers mastered their recruits. Their appearance, though 
rather wild, was both romantic and picturesque ; they num- 
bered five hundred men ; young, attdetic, and handsome in 
person, swarthy in visage, and soldier-like in bearing — the 
settina-up a httle excepted; altogether, they were a very 
valuaole acauisition to our army. Their weapons were of a 
very miscellaneous and unwarlike character; consisting of 
clubs, poniards, and the formidable Italian ox-goads which 
glittered in the sun like lances, with some very indifferent 
rifles. But I promised the visconte a sufficient supply of 
arms, accoutrements, and clothing, when his people were 
formally arrayed under our standard. 

I was welcomed by a shout ; and the cavaliers Benedetto 
del Castagno and Marco di Castelermo, received me with tiie 
utmost pmiteness and warmth of manner. Both these gentle- 
men were of noble families, and enjoyed a high reputation 
for courage. The first was a merry !Meapolitan, who laughed 
at everyuing he said ; the second, the scarred and sun-burnt 
knight of ]V&lta, on whose handsome features were marked a 
stem gravity and settled melancholy, no less striking than faia 
garb. Ho was now enveloped in the dark mantle of his 
order, having on the left snoulder an eight-pointed cross, 
sewn in white velvet upon black cloth ; the same sacred badge 
appeared upon the housings of his horse, and various parts of 
his attire ; m silver on his epaulettes, in red enamel on his 
black velvet forage-cap, and in scarlet cloth on the tops of his 
white leather gauntlets. 

To my surprise, I understood that, before marching, solemn 
mass must be performed; and the visconte led me to the 
private oratory, at the altar of whidi stood Era Adriano, the 
chaplain and confessor of the family. The chapel was as 
gorgeously decorated as many coloured marbles, painted win* 
dows, a roof of gilding and fresco, springing from columns 
covered with the richest mosaic, and shining tessellated 
floor, could make it. Near the altar stood the celebrated 
statue of the patron of the Alfieri — Sant' IJgo. It was of 
oak, carved, gut, and evidently of great antiquity ; but so 
hideous that it might have passed for Thor, or any monster- 
god whom our rude forefathers worshipped in the dark ages 
of druidical superstition. At St. Eufemio, this image was 
regarded with the utmost veneration ; from a behef in the 
wondrous miracles it wrought, and a tradition that dt had 
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been transported throu^Ii the air b^ angels, from the saint'a 
little hermitage, in the oeautifiil plam, near Palermo. Other 
relics in the chapel were viewed with no less reverence. I 
was shown a leg of the cock which crew to Peter, a ra^ of the 
virgin's petticoat, a packet of the esg-shells on which San 
Lorenzo was broiled, and a tooth of uie blessed Ugo ! whidi, 
&om its size and the number ^f rings, bore so strong a re- 
semblance to the tooth of a horse, that the venerable aspect 
and earnestness of Adnano scarcely restrained me from laugh- 
ing outright. 

*' Era Adriano is the oldest of our Calabrian priests," ob- 
served Luigi, in a whisper : " he has been the confessor of 
our fanuly for three generations." 

" Kneel with us, signor, if it be but to please the good 
father, who is now ver^g on his hundredUi year," added 
the Maltese commander in the same low voice. '* Saint John 
preserve him yet for many years to come ; long after the 
grave has closed over me ! He beheld my order when it was 
m the zenith of its power and glory. Yes, si^or, he beheld 
the galleys of Malta sailing through the Straits of Messina, 
when the grand master Antonio ae Yilhena, of most pious 
and valiant memory, unfurled ag^ainst the infidels of A&eria 
the blessed banner of redemption. But these days nave 
passed. The silver keys of Jerusalem, of Acre, and of^Ehodes 
—three cities of strength, over which the knights of our 
order once held sway— are now paltry trophies m the hands 
of the British. Struck down by the hand of Kapoleon, the 
banner of God and St. John has sunk for ever, and the red 
flag of Mahomet may now sweep every shore of the Medi- 
terranean with impunity!" (Lord llxmouth's attack on 
Algiers did not take place tiU six years after this time.) 

A hundred years spent in the gloomy and monotonous 
cloister ! Ihis priest had dwelt there nrom his childhood ;. 
and I sighed when contemplating the silver hairs, magnificent 
white beard, and calm features of this fine old man, and re- 
flecting on the long life he had wasted away — a life which 
might otherwise have been valuable. To what a living tomb 
had zedl and superstitious piety consigned him ! 

But to proceed. When the incense had been burned, the 
wine drunk, llie bell rung, the prayers said, and responses* 
given, we softly withdrew; the sweet, low singing of the. 
choristers, mingled with the pealing notes of the organ, filling 
the little oratory with a burst of melodious harmonies. 

After glasses of cofiee had been served hastily round, wo 
leaped on our horses ; our appearance being the signal for the- 
column of volunteers to get under arms. With no little 
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tronble, we formed them into something like military order, 
and they moved off in sections of three files abreast. The 
Maltese knight enjoyed with me a hearty lan^h at their 
shufl^Bg mareh ; bnt I had no donbt that, after oeing a few 
weeks under the tuition of onr drill Serjeants, they would all 
make smart soldiers. Though we marched without the soxmd 
of drum or bu^le, music wai.not wanting ; two or three im- 
provisatori who were in the ranks struck up a martial song, 
adapted to the occasion, and the others soon acquired the 
chorus— eyen Santngo and his Mends joined ; and the bcdd 
swell of fire hrmdred manly yoices ringing intiie blue welkin, 
and awakening the echoes of the w<wded hills, produced an 
effect at once mipressiye and animating. 

These braye hearts formed the nudeus of that Calabrian 
corps which, on many future occasions, fought with such in- 
domitable spirit under the !]&nitish standard ; whidi shared in 
the glories of Maida, the capture of Crotona, the expedition 
to ifaples, in 1809, and tiie storming of the Castle of Ischia, 
when Colonna, with all his garrison, surrendered to the 
brayew of Macfkrlane and his soldiers. 

As I rode round an angle of the villa, I observed the Sig- 
nora Bianca, muffled in bLftck velvet and sables, watching our 
departure, from one of the windows. Eaising my cocked hat, 
I bowed, with something more than respect m my manner, at 
the same time making Cartouche curvet, and riding with as 
much of the air of *' the staff" as I could assume. The 
graceful girl stepped out into one of the little stone balconies 
which projected before all the upper windows of the mansion, 
and I immediately pulled up; she smiled, and waved her 
hand in adieu. Standing up m my stirrups — " Signora," said 
I, in a low voice, " never shall I forget your kind anxiety for 
my safety last night ; and believe me, ^ianca, since the first 
moment we met at Palermo — ^but the visconte is calling. The 
enemy are before us, and I may never see you again — adieu !" 

'* Addio ! a reved^ la ! " she murmured ; the blush which 
the first part of my farewell called forth giving way to 
paleness. 

'' May it soon happen, signora !" I added, as, spurring Car- 
touche,! galloped alter the free corps, with my heart beating 
4b Httle more tumultuously than it })ad done for a long time— • 
at least since we left England. 

"Ola, Dundas!" cried the visconte, as I came up at a 
canter, " what has caused you to loiter P" 

** My horse's near hind shoe was clattering, and I merely 
drew up for an instant to examine it," I replied ; very un- 
willing ne should suspect or learn the truth. 
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On our march, my new friends begailed the tedinm of the 
way by fivid descriptions of their encounters with the enemy, 
between whom and the CaLabrese there had long been main- 
tained a bloodthirsty war of reprisaL Every peasant who 
ieSi into the hands of the French, having arms in his posses- 
aion,— even if it were bnt the ordinary rtiletto or ox-^oad,-*- 
was instantly dragged before a standing eonrt*martial, tried, and 
idiot, or else handed. Every means were adopted by E«snier 
to exterminate l£e roving bands of armed peasantry and fierce 
btttditti, who incessantly harassed his troops dnring all their 
marches and movements, — ^bnt in vain. Every tree, shrub, and 
zool^ concealed a rifle, and a stem ^e, whose aim was deadly. 
In seduded spots, where all seemed cahn and peaceM bat a 
momflnt before, or the stillness of the leafy solitade had been 
bcoken only by the tap of the dram, or the carol of them^rry 
iFiendi si^dier, — ^whose native buoyancy of heart often breaks 
forth in a joyous choros on the Ime of march, — when least 
eopeoted, overwhehnin^ ambuscades of wild mountaineers 
woald start up from height and hollow, galling l^e march of 
some unhappy party ; suddenly the foliage would blaze with 
tiie Are of rines, their sharp reports ringing through the wood, 
:vdiile whistling bullets bore each one a message of death, 
raponded to by the shrieks and groans of dying men. 

Bat my Italian friends could not yet boast of the frightful 
massacre of Orzamarzo. 

By the wayside, I observed a mound of fresh earth, above 
which rose a cross, composed of two rough pieces .of wood. 
It was the grave of Kraiinz, the leader of our Corsicans, who 
▼esterday £ui been alive, and at their head ; to-day, Frank 
himself could not have wished him lower, — f>oor man ! 

As we passed through St. Eufemio, the inhabitants followed 
us en mcuse, flUing the air with shouts, and cries of " Lonff 
Hve Ferdinand of iN^aples ! Death to the Corsican tyrant, and 
Massena the apostate ! Death to their soldiery, tiie slayers 
of our people ! * and the convent bells rang, as for a general 
jubilee. '^Benissimo V* cried I, waving my hat, ** live Caro- 
line ! Yiva la Heiaa !" and anotilier tremendous shout, accom* 
ponied by the clapping of hands, rent the air. 

The sun was now up, and the increasing heat of the maroing 
made a halt for a few minutes not only desirable but requisite. 
We dismounted at the door of a cafe kept by a Sicilian (the 
Sicilians are famed for their ices), and procured a cool and 
delightful cup of limonea, and long glasses filled wilii what 
the seller called sherbet. Meanwnile, our volunteers were 
busily imbibing all the liquids they could pr o c u re from tha 
atationaJT' acquahidlif or water-sellers, who retail cool be^e- 
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rages to the passengers, at the comer of every street in a 
NeapoHtan town. A gaudily-painted barrel, swinging on an 
iron axis fixed between the aoor-posts, is the principal feature 
of these establishments, which generally open at a street 
comer ; the rough columns supporting it are garnished with 
tin drinkinff-cups, scoured brignt as silver, and in these the 
seller suppues his customers with pure and sparkling water, 
cooled by snow introduced through the bung-hole of the cask 
every time a draught is required. 

" Caro signor, give a poor rogue a bajocch to get a draught 
of cold watCT !" is often the cry of the beggars in hot weather. 

Thus refreshed, Santugo ordered his volunteers once more 
to march, and the road for our camp was resumed. After a 
short halt in the great forest, during noon, we reached the 
British forces, which still occupied their ground on the banks 
of the Mucato, where I had left them on the preceding even- 
ing. With much formality, Ipresented the visconte and his 
companions to the general. Tne camp was already crowded 
with other volunteers, who came pouring in from all quarters, 
implorm^ amis and ammunition, and clamouring to be led 
against the enemy. 

" Napoli ! Napoli ! Eerdinando nostro e la santa fede ! Ee- 
venge or death ! ' was the shout of the Calabrians : it rang 
from the gorge of Orzamarzo to the cMs of Capo di Larma ; 
and all of the population who could draw a dagger, or wield 
an ox-goad, rusheid to arms, panting for vengeance. In less 
than two days, we had a corps of two thousand picked soldiers 
embodied, armed, equipped, eager for battle, and officered by 
the noblest families in the provinces. Clad in their white 
.uniform, — ^until then there was a ludicrous want of similarity 
in their garb, — ^they appeared a fine-looking body of men, and 
every way the reverse of their countrymen of the Southern 
Provinces ; brave, resolute, and yielding every requisite obe- 
dience to those Italian cavalieri whom the general appointed 
to lead them into the field. 

The peasantry brought us in provisions in plenty, but re- 
fused to receive payment in return ; saying that they " could 
not sufficiently reward those who came to free them from the 
hateful tyranny of the French/' led by Massena, the renegade 
peasant of Nice. 

On the night of the 3rd, I was despatched on the spur to 
the Podesta, or chief magistrate, of St. Eufemio, with a printed 
manifesto, addressed by oir John Stuart to the Italian people ; 
inviting them to rise in arms, and throw off the yoke of 
France ; promising them protection for their persons, pro- 
perty, laws, and rehgion; offering arms to the brave and 



THE BATTLE OF MAIDA. 45 

loyal, and a free pardon to tliose whom Buonaparte Iiad 
either seduced or terrified into temporary adherence to his 
brother Joseph. 

Santugo commanded the first battalion of the free corps ; 
which was no sooner formed into something like fightmg 
order, than we broke up our camp and moved to attack Grene- 
ral Eegnier ; who, havmg been apprised of our debarkation, 
made a most rapid march from Eeggio, collecting on the route 
all his detachea corps, for the purpose of engaging us without 
delay. 

On the eyening of the 3rd, il cavaliere del Castagno, a 
captain in Santugo's battalion, brought us intelligence that 
Segnier, at the head of 4,000 infanti^, 300 cayalry, and four 
pieces of artillery, had taken up a position near Maida, a town 
ten miles distant from our camp, and that another corps of 
Ihree regiments, imder the mardiese di Monteleone, was en 
route to form a junction with him. These advices determined 
our leader to march at once on Eegnier*s position, and attack 
him ere the marchese came up. Accordingly, four companies 
of Sir Louis de Watteville's regiment, unfe the command of 
Major Fisher, were left to protect our stores and a small field- 
woik which, under the direction of Signor Pietro Navarro, of 
the Sicilian engineers, had been thrown up on our landing, 
and planted with caimon. Our little army marched next day 
(the 4th) in three brigades ; which, together with the advance 
under Colonel Kempt, and a reserve of artillery with four six- 
poonders and two nowitzers, under Major lie Moine, made 
barely five thousand men, exclusive of the fr^e corps. 



CHAPTER Vn. 



THE BATTLE OF MAIDA. 



The morning of the battle was one of the most beautiful 
and serene I ever beheld, even in Italy. As the curtain of 
night was dra,wn aside, and the bright beams of morning 
lifted up the giant masses of the Apennines, the green rice- 
fields, and luxuriant vineyards ; white-walled towns and 
villages, solitary convents and feudal castles, waving woods, 
and Ibie indentations of the rocky coast, all became tinted with 
their most pleasing hues. But the surpassing sf)lendour of the 
sun — ^in whose joyous efiulgence the whole glorious landscape 
seemed palpitating with dehght — ^the clearness of the atmo- 
sphere, audthe deep blue of the wondrous vault above us, were 
all forgotten or uiiheeded ; wo thought only of the foe in 
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position before us ; while the dropf>ing fire &om our flankers, 
who had commenced skirmishing with the French tirailleorsy 
kept us keenly alive to the desperate work which had to be 
accomplished ere the siin sank below the sea. When that 
hour came, might I be alive to behold it P How many an eve 
tibat looked on its glorious rising, woidd then be closed for 
ever! 

Greneral Beenier's troons were encamped below Maida, on 
the face of a uicldy-wooaed hill, which sloped into the plain 
of St. Eufemio. Q?he Amato, a river which, though fordable, 
has verv muddy and marshy banks, ran along the firont of his 
line, wnile his flanks were stren^hened uid defended by 
groves of laurel-bushes, and a thick impervious underwood, 
which he had filled with scattered light troops. Cavaliere 
Castagno by his influence amon^ the peasantry, obtained 
hourly any intelligence we requured; and just before the 
battle began, he conveyed to me, for the general's informa- 
tion, the unpleasing tidings, that Monteleone's corps, to the 
number of three thousand men, were now mooving into position 
on the !EVench right. Greneral Begnier was now at the head 
of eight thousana bayonets, while we had little more than half 
that number, exclusive of the Calabrians, on whom, as yet, 
we could not rely much in the field ; and they were, conse- 
quently, to form a corps of reserve : much to me annoyance 
of the gallant Santugo and his friends. 

We marched in close column of subdivisions, parallel with 
tibje sea-shore, until we had nearly turned Eegnier's left ; ^d 
as our movements were all made in a spacious plain, with the 
morning sun glaring on our serried ranks and burnished arms, 
he had an excellent view of our numbers and intentions. Had 
S>egnier quietly maintained his position on the hill, we would 
soon have turned it altogether, and thus placed him between 
us and the sea ; where Sir Sydney's squadron lay, broadside 
to tibe shore, with ports open and guns double-shotted. To 
xis the movement was full of peril : our retreat might be cut 
ofl*; while, in consequence of the smallness of our force, the 
difficulties of access, and the natural strength of the ridge on 
which the enemy was posted, we should have found it no easy 
task to drive him back. 

Whether the Frenchman feared he should be outflanked* 
or was encouraged by his numbers to attack us, I know not ; 
but he soon crossed the Amato, in order of battle, and moved 
his entire force into the plain, where his corps of cavalry — ^an 
arm, of which we were, most unfortunately, deficient — ^would 
act more eflectively. 
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As yet, not a shot liad been fired : the enemy oontinued 
adTiaDomg towards us steadily and in line ; their arms flashing, 
oolonrs fluttering in the breeze, and drums beating in sharp 
and measured time. They halted by sound of trumpet, au^ 
at the head of a gHttering staff, Begnier swept, at a gallop^ 
fixHu the right flank to the left. 

'* Goatlemen," said Sir John to his staff, on first observing 
this new movement of the enemy ; " ride at full speed to the 
battalions, and order them to deploy into line. Mr. Lascelles^ 
desire Cole to take up his ground where he is now. Dundas, 
you wifl direct Major JJe Moine to get his guns into position on 
that knoil, where the wooden cross stands — ^to have them un- 
limbered, and ready to open on the enemy's line the moment 
he deesBS it witikin range. Order lieutenant-Colonel Xempt 
to th3PDW forward ^e whole of his light infantry, double qui^, 
and in ext^oded order to ' feel* the enemy, and keep their 
tirailleurs in ehedc." 

Saluting with one hand, I wheeled Cartouche roujid with 
tihe o^GTt gare him the spur, and galloped on my mission ; 
deliyering the. order to deploy into une as I passeathe heads 
of the different columns. In three minutes lie Moine hadhia 
fidd-pLeoefl at the appointed post, and wheeled round ; the 
iron pintles drawn, the limbers cast ofi^ and the muzzlea 
pointed to the enemy. Leaping from his horse, he levelled* 
aj^d fired the first shot himself. 

It was the si^oal gun, announdng that the work of destruo- 
tion and death had b^un in ^rim earnest. My heart beat 
thiok and fiist, every pulse qmckened* and a proud, almost 
fierce and wild sensation, swelled within me, as the sharp 
report rang through the clear still air, and the white smoke 
fl(»ted away from the green knoll, revealing the dark cannon 
that bristled around it. 

I reined tm my gallant exey on an eminence, to watch the 
effect of the ball. General Kegnier, escorted by fifty dragoons,, 
^eir brass helmets and bright swords flashing in tne sun, was 
at that moment gaUopiug back to hds right flimk ; and on thia. 
group the shot took effect : a commotion was visible anuxig ' 
them immediately, and they rode on at a quicker pace, lee;nng 
a dark heap b^ind them — a rider and his horse lay dying or 
dead. Ilie whole of our field-pieces now opened a ispid 
cannonade on the Prench line, and continued it incessantly 
during the action. 

By this time the light infantry were hotly eng^ed ; the 
Sicifian Tolunteers, the Corsicans, and our provisional light 
battalion, were filling tJie dark-green underwood, and the leafy 
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g;royes along the banks of the Amato, with smoke ; while hill, 
rock, and woodland rang with the ceaseless patter of the fire 
they rained on the French tirailleurs, who mazed at them in 
return with equal spirit, from behind every screen afforded 
by the irregularity of the ground. As the lines drew nearer, 
the li^ht troops, as if by tocit agreement, were withdrawn by 
sound of bugle ; and by nine o*d[ock in the morning the battle 
had become general, from centre to flanks. 

The corps which formed the risht of our adyanced line was 
a provisional battalion commanded by Colonel Kempt, and 
composed of the lid^t companies of six of our reeiments from 
Sicily, and that of i)e Watteville's corps, with a nundred and 
flfty picked men of the 86th, under Major Sobinson. These 
troops wese opposed to the 1st regiment of French light in- 
fantry (the favourite corps of the emperor), which they mauled 
in glorious style ; pouring in a deadly fire at about a hundred 
yards' distance. On their left was the corps of Greneral 
Ackland, composed of the 78th, or Eoss-shnre Highlanders, 
the 81st regiment, and five companies of De Wattevule's, with 
the 68th, imder the late General Sir John Oswald, then 
colonel. 

General Cole, with the provisional battalion of grenadiers, 
and the 27th, formed our left. Such was the disposition of 
our little army when engaging the enemy, whose force mus- 
tered almost two to one. Sir Sydney Snuth by this time had 
taken a position with his ships and gun-boats, to act and co- 
operate if circumstances favoured ; but, much to the annoyance 
of the eaUant sailor, his fleet could yield us no assistance 
during mat day's fighting. 

Lea by the chivamc Madeod of Greanies — a brave officer, 
who afterwards feU in Egypt — ^the 78th rushed u^on the 
enemy, with the wild and headlong impetuosity of their coun- 
trymen. I was close by their dashing colonel, when, sword 
in hand, he led them on. 

*' Forward the Eoss-shire Bufls ! Let them feel the bayonet 
—charge !" And animated to a sort of martial phrenzy by the 
shriU pibroch—whose wild and sonorous war-blast rang as 
loudly on the plain of Maida as ever it did by the glassy Loch- 
duieh, when the bale-fires of the M'Xenzie blazed on continent 
and isle — ^the bold Highlanders flung themselves with a yell 
upon the masses of the enemy. They were opposed to the 
!Erench 42nd regiment of grenadiers — a corps led by that brave 
French officer upon whom Buonaparte nad bestowed the 
Calabrian title of marchese di Monteieone. Eiding in advance 
of his soldiers, by words and gestures the most enthusiastic, 
he urged them to advance, to keep together, to hold their 
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raoad. But Ma sabre was brandished, and tke war-cTj 
lonl^d, in Tain ; and Tain, too, were the deBperate efforts of 
e grenadiers before the tremendous charge of onr High- 
' re. Overwhelmed and broken, they were driren back in 
ion, and purimed with slaughter br the 7Sth, until the 
vere so far id advance of our whole line that Sir John 
le allei them at full gallop, with an order to halt and 
.«-fomi, in tflse of their being cot off. 

I delivered tliu order t« Madcod, who waa atooping from 

hia horse in the anna of a aerjeant of his regiment, and 

I almost unable to ^poak. A rifle-ball had passed through his 

eaat, within an inch of the heart, infllctine a most severe 

d dangerous wound ; yet he quitted not the field, but re- 

' ' 1 horseback, and at the head of his Highlanders, 

^ e remainder of the action and the fierce pursuit 

h followed it. 

nlugBH, a captain of the corps, in the milee unhorsed 
'" ~ :, who aanowtr escaped with the loss of his steed 
re ; these remained the trophies of the Tictor, who 
ished himself hj more conquests and captures ere the 

£empt's corps was now within a few yards of the 
3 QiB deadly fire which they had been pouring upon 
r was suspended, "as if by mutual agreement, as 
stated in his despatch ; " and in close, compact 
1 willi awftal silence, they advanced towards each. 
il the bayonets began to cross. At this momentous 
nemy b^rsme appalled; they broke, and endeavoured 
\i Imt it was too late : they were overtaken with most 
slaoghter." Ere they Bed— 

' I, ride to Brigadier-General Ackland ; let him push 

brarc corps, and complete that which £cmpt has 

'gun!" cned the generaL I departed with thia 

le spur ; but it was anticipated by Ackland, who 

leading on in triumph, through clouds of smoke, 

le&ps of dead and dying, the 78th and Slst- 

shoulder, thej rushed on, with bayonets levelled. 

—cool, compact, and resolute. Discomfited by 

._..)le aspect, and the impetuosity of this movement, 

of the French Idl wing ^ve way, and retired in 

a, leaving tlie plain strewn with killed and wounded. 

r Amato nus choked with the bodies and crimsoned 

blood of tliose who, unable by wounds or fatigue to 

stream, became entangled among the thick sedges of 

where they perished miserMtly, either l^ the 

the purfoers, or by drowning. 
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At that moment, a daRhing French officer, at the head of 
three hundred heavy dragoons, made a desperate attempt to 
retriere the honour of Franco and the fortane of the day ; 
rushing forward at full sneed through the white douds of 
rolling smoke, ho attempted to turn me left of the Slst, and 
capture three field^pieces posted between that regiment and 
the Boss-shire BufiEs. 

"Allons, mes enfans! Napoleon! Napoleon! allcmal" 
cried he, waving lus sabre aloft. " Yire Tempereur ! Ghierre 
iii mort V was the answering shout of his fierce troopem, as 
they swept onward in solid squadron ; their brandishedVwcnda 
and lon^ line of brass helmets gleaming in the sun, while 
their tncoloured Gkiideon and waving ci^sts of black hone- 
hair danced on the passing breeze. But the steady fire of 
the Highlanders made them recoil obliquely, and I found 
myself most unexpectedly amons them, when spurring onward 
with the order to Ackland, to deliver which with speed, I had 
the temerity to ride through a little hollow raked oy the fire 
of the three guns already mentioned, and along which these 
dragoons had advanced unseen amid tiie smoke. ^ ' 

Ijie press was tremendous ; riders cursed and shrieked'as 
thejr were thrown and trod to death ; horses were plunging 
and kicking; and both fell fast on every side. Twenty 
swords at once gleamed around me, and their cuts whistlea 
on every side, as I attempted desperately to break through 
the dense, heaving mass of men and horses. My heart leaped 
within me, my brain reeled, and my blood seemed on fire ; I 
struck to the right, left, and rear, giving point and cut with 
the utmost rapidity ; never attempting to ward off the fiashiz^ 
blades that played around my bare head — ^for myjgay staff 
hat, with its red and white plume, had vanished in the mSl4e, 
I must inevitably have been unhorsed and cut down, but for 
a sudden volley that was poured in point blank upon the 
cavalry from the dark brushwood covering one side. of the 

forge. A score of saddles were emptied, and many a strong 
orse and gallant rider rolled on tne turf in the agonies ot 
death; wmle all the survivors, save their officers alone, 
retreated at full gallop to the French position. 

Next moment, the whole line of the dashing 20th, led on by 
Lieutenant-Colonel Boss, started out from their ambush in 
the thick imderwood, where the regiment lay concealed, 
during the smoke and confusion of the battle, unseen even by 
ourse^es. Having only landed that morning from Messina, 
they had come up with our army during the heat of the eon- 
test; and Boss, observing the movement of the«enemy'B 
cayalry, threw his battalion into the thicket, the sudden fiaok* 
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nre from which completely foiled their attempt tLpon our 
cajmon. One man only of the 20th fell ; bat he was deeply 
regretted by the whole regiment — Captain Madean (the son 
of Gilian Maclean, of Scadlecastle, in the Isle of Mull), aa 
officer who had serred with distinction in Holland, in the firrt 
expedition to Egypt, and elsewhere. 

The Frenchman who had led on the dragoons seemed to be 
one of those daring and reckless felloWs who scorn flights 
and laugh at danger ; so, venting a malediction on his runaway 
troops, he rode alone towards me. The 20th and other corpa 
near us, seeing that we were well matched, with a chivalne 
resolution to see fair play, suspended their fire, to let us prove 
our mettle, while they looked on. 

Being an expert swordsman, and master of my horse, so far 
that I could clear a five-barred gate or cross a hunting country 
with any man, I had but slight fear as to the issue of the en- 
counter ; yet it flashed upOn my mind, that to be signally 
defeated in &ont of our whole army would be worse than death. 
My antagonist was about thirty years of age, with a form 
modelled like that of a young Hercules ; and his aspect and 
bearing led me to conclude that the encounter would be a 
tough one. He belonged to the staff, and on his breast glit- 
tered the star of the iron crown of Lombardy; a badge 
bestowed upon five hxmdred knights (tiie flower of his officers) 
created by Kapoleon on his recent coronation at Milan, as king 
of Italy. 

We advanced within twelve jyards of each other, and then 
rode our horses warily round m a circle, each watching the 
eyes and movements of the other, with stem caution and 
alert vigilance, such as the time and circumstances could alone 
draw forth : the life of one depended on the death of the 
other. At last I rushed furiously to the assault, making a cut 
seemingly at the head of my antagonist, but diangmg it 
adroitly to his bridle hand ; the stroke missed the man,trat 
cut through both curb and snaffle rein. I deemed him now 
completely at my mercy ; but as he had a chain-rein attached 
to his bridle, nothing was gained by the first stroke. 

" Monsieur, I disdiEiin to return the compliment !" said he 
carelessly, while, with a laugh of triumphant scorn, he shook 
his strong chain-bridle. Provoked by his insolent nonchalanoe, 
I dealt a backward blow with such force and dexterity that 
he began to press me in turn, and with skill that I had some 
troubk in meeting. His charger was so well trained, that he 
was aided in every stroke and thrust by its movements, while 
Cartouche, startled by the clash of the sabres, began to snort 
and rear. The restless spirit of the fiery English blood-horse 

E 2 
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was roused, and a shell thrown by a French field-howitzer 
exploding close by, completed his terror and my discomfitnre : 
Cartouche plunged so fearfully that my sabre fell from my 
grasp, and I nearly lost my seat while endeavouring, by curb 
and caress, to reduce him to subjection. I was thus j^uite at 
the mercy of the Frenchman, wno, generously disdaining to 
talce the advantage that my restive horse gave him, merely 
said, " Grardez, monsieur !" and bowing, lowered the point of 
his sabre in salute and galloped away, greeted by a hearty 
cheer from the 20th and Ackland's briga£. 



CHAPTEE Vni. 

THE COTTAGE ON THE MAIDA EGAD— THE EAGLE. 

Broken by the impetuous and simultaneous advance of our 
brigades, Eegnier's whole line of battle ^ve way, and retired 
from the field with precipitation— especially the left wing — 
leaving the position strewn with dead and wounded, and pre- 
senting a terrible scene of carnage and agony, as we pressed 
triummantly forward. The right and centre retreated in 
tolerable order, covered by the cavalry ; but the left was swept 
away and almost annihilated by the fierce charge of the Hoss- 
shire Buffs. Our light battalion, commanded by Colonel 
Kempt, and Macleod with his regiment, flushed with victory, 
were ordered forward immediately in pursuit. They followed 
it up in double quick time for upwards of three miles, killing 
and capturing an ii^imense number of the enemy, whose rear 
they galled by a continual fire from the eminences commanding 
their line of march. 

. When Sir John again sent me after them with an order to 
halt, I found them briskly engaged with a small band of fugi- 
tives, who had thrown themselves into a httle cottage by the 
wayside, over which a gigantic chestnut threw its ample 
shadow. From the garden-wall and barricaded door and 
windows, the French maintained a spirited fire, to defend a 
standard and eagle whichB^gnier'sson, a young sub-lieutenant, 
had carried in there, insteaS of continuing ms flight. This 
rural post was enveloped in the blaze of musketry and clouds 
of snow-white smoke ; steel bayonets bristled above the green 
hedges, through which, and the shattered casements, red 
flashes broke incessantly ; while fierce faces, pale with anger 
and chagrin, appeared at every opening. 

" ShaJl I ride to Le Moine, to send up a four-pounder, and 
blow the place about their ears P" said I to Kempt. 
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" Cannon against a slieiling ! " exclaimed Macleod, backing 
Ids horse over tlie heaps of dead. " No, no : let the 
Buffs storm it. I will lead them on. Forward the Eoss- 
shiremen ! " 

" Forward ;" I added ; " for the cavalry have halted, and 
seem disposed to return and engage. On, then, colonel ; and 
a dozen of wine from the last officer over the waU ! " 

" Cuidich'n Ehi ! " (the motto of the regiment), cried 
Macleod, dashing spurs into his horse. " Charge, Seventy- 
eighth ! " 

A shout burst from the ranks, and the brave fellows 
rushed to closer conflict. I urged forward Cartouche, and 
the spirited horse shook the foam from his bit, as, snorting 
and rearing up, he bounded over the enclosure of the garden, 
and came down crash among the mass of Frenchmen, whose 
bayonets formed a steel he(§e around me. I must have been 
destroyed in a moment, but for the strenuous exertions of 
Maeleod and his gallant Buffs, who came pouring in at the 

gap my horse had made, and engaged the enemy hand to 
and — ^fighting with that fierce and unconquerable ardour 
which h£^ enabled those brave sons of the north to sweep all 
the troops of Europe before them. 

I was not slow m seconding their efforts, and made good 
use of my sabre : one instant it descended upon musket- 
barrels and bear-skin caps, and the next inflicted some deadly 
wound, which at that wild and exciting time was a matter of 
exulting triumph to me. Terrible were the bayonet wounds 
given and received in that short encounter; many poor 
feUows who were beaten to the earth were toodden to death 
beneath the hoofs of our horses, and in Ave minutes the de- 
fenders of the cottage surrendered. The walls without and 
within were piled up with dead and dying, and its once, 
blooming garden was trodden flat, cumbered with bodies, and 
drenched with blood. But another desperate encounter was 
yet before me. 

" The colours ! the eagle ! " exclaimed Macleod, breaking 
in amongst the prisoners ; " where is the officer who bore the 
eagle?" 
" Escaped, by Heaven ! " answered OHver Lascelles, who 

galloped up at that moment, and cleared the garden-wall at a 
ying leap. " There he goes on the bald-faced nag. A hun- 
dred to one the standard is lost ! " A muttered exclamation 
of regret and mortification burst from us all on beholding the 
bearer of the eagle riding at full speed after the retreating 
cavalry. 

" S'death ! " cried Macleod, rushing to his horse ; " he has 
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escaped by the rear. Come on, genUemen, we will have a 
steeple-chase for it !" 

" Stole away ! hark forward ! " exclaimed Lascelles, with a 
reckless laugh, as his na^ once more cleared the walL l^e 
momit^d officers all pushed onward at fall gallop ; but they 
were soon outstripped by my noble grey, which rapidly 
brought me up witn the fugitive. On finding himself nearer 
the French rear-guard tluin the victors, and perhaps dis- 
daining to fly from a single foe, young Eiegnier reined up on 
an emmence near the Amato, and wim his sabre lashed by 
the knot to his wrist, with bent brows, and ey^s flashing flre 
with determination, he awaited my onset. His horse was a 
small French trooper, the straight neck, drooping ears, and 
close flanks of which showed its inferiority of breed when 
compared with my high-headed, bold-eyed, and blufl'-chested 
eharger. 

I charged hjnn with such fury, that both man and horse 
were almost overturned by the shock; and, parrying his 
thrust, I dealt a blow which had certainly cleft his jaws, but 
for the tiiick brass scales of his shako. He was stunned, and 
reeled in his saddle for a moment, striking blindly and at 
random. At that instant the French cavalry trumpets 
sounded an advance, and I was compelled to press him more 
boldly than ever. Grasping the colour-staff with my bridle 
hand, the flag was nearly rent between us ; while he endea- 
voured to hew of£ the eagle with his sabre. He glared at 
me like a tiger, and cut fiercely at my left hand, which the 
twisted rdns and thick military glove alone saved from being 
slashed ofl*; but at the second blow his sabre turned in his 
grasp, and the blade was shivered into fragments on the stout 
ash-pole. In the heat of the moment, my sword was raised 
to cut hin^ down : he was completely at my mercy. He was 
young, brave, and handsome. I remembered how his coun- 
tryman had spared me but an hour before, and could I be less 
generous P Determined, however, to carry off* the colours, I 
grasped hiTw by the belt, placed my foot under his left 
stirrup, and hurled him to the ground on the other side. 
The moment he let go the staff*, I struck spurs into my grey, 
and galloped off with the prize to our own troops, who had 
ifatched tne combat from the eminence on which the oon^ 
tested cottage stood. 

My heart bounded with exultation as I bore alofl the tri- 
coloured tro^y ; it was so torn with shot and shell splinters^ 
that we coula never discover to what regiment it belonged* 
How different must have been the feelings of the poor sub^ 
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lieutenant, while borne off by the French eavahy ; who, re- 
turning to the rescue, discharged their carbines after me; 
but I was happily beyond the range of their fire. 

The battle was now completefy over, and every hostile 
sound had died away. No trace now remained of all that 
gallant host, whose Dayonets had flashed back the morning 
rays from the ridge of Maida, save the wounded and the 
dead : the distant glitter of arms and eddying clouds of dust, 
marked the route of columns hurrying in full retreat towards 
the shores of the Adriatic. Four thousand Frenchmen lay 
dead or wounded on the plain, exhibiting a melancholy picture 
of war and its attendant horrors — ^more especially on the day 
succeeding the action. A French account of the battle of 
St. Eufemio, as they style it, states that Eegnier left fifteen 
hundred on the field ; but we had substantial proofs that this 
number was far below the truth. Our own loss was trifling ; 
one officer only was killed (Maclean of the 20th), but 
Major Hamil of the Maltese, and many others, lay severely 
wounded on the plain ; our casualties, however, amoimted to 
only three hundred and twenty-six. When riding towards 
our position, to present my trophy to the ^neral, I had to 
pick my way with the utmost nicety, to avoid treading on the 
wounded, who filled the air with groans and ceaseless cries 
for ** water !" as they lay unheeded, bleedii^ — ^too many of 
them to death — ^under a blazing Italian sun. 

The evening, like the morning, was serene and beautifuL 
The dense white smoke, which during the whole day en- 
veloped the plain of Maida and overhung the dark forest of 
St. Eufemio, had now floated away to the distant sea. The 
volleying musketry and hollow thunder of the cannon awoke 
no more the echoes of the lofty hills, and the deep dingles of 
the woods j a moumfiil silence seemed to have succeeded to 
the roar, the turmoil, and carnage of that eventful day, — 
eventful at least to those who witnessed and survived it. 

It is a d^lorable sight — ^when one is cahn, or suffering 
under a reaction of spirits so lately excited to the utmost 
stretch, and after the fierce tumult of a hot engagement has 
evaporated— to behold a vast plain bepuddled with human 
blood, and strewn with the bodies of men and horses, mingled 
with arms, broken cannon, splintered shells, balls half buried 
in the turf, shattered drums, and torn standards — on every 
hand, destruction, agonVf and death; while ghastly piles of 
^iain mark where the fiercest encounters have taken place. 
Alas ! how changed the aspect of the gay youn^ officer, or 
the stout and toil-worn veteran, when, shorn of their trap- 
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pings, they lie welterinff in blood — death glazing the eyes 
that have ibo kind hand to close them, and each yielding up 
his life like a dog in a ditch, unnoticed and unknown ! 

" The erroan, the roll in dust, the all-white ^e 
Turned back within its socket,— these reward 
Your rank and file by thousands ; while the rest 
May win. perhaps, a ribbon «t the breast." 



CHAPTEE IX. 

LIVES FOR ducats! — BIANCA d'aLFIEBI. 

The remains of General Eegnier's army were now in 
full retreat for Crotona, a seaport of Naples, harassed 
and galled by the Highlanders, and by the free corps under 
the duca di Bagnara and cavalier del Gastagno. The 
brigands and a host of armed peasantry also hovered like 
storm-clouds on their skirts, and all who fell to the rear» 
under wounds or fatigue, perished by that fiavourite Itahan 
weapon — ^the knife. 

On rejoining the main body of our army, I found the gene- 
ral in the highest state of glee at the glorious success of the 
day ; he was seated on horseback in the midst of the field, a 
holster-flap serving as his desk, writing a hurried despatch, 
recounting our first regular brush with the enemy in Calabria. 
My arrival with the standard added a new and important 
paragraph to the general's missive. While he was compli- 
mentmg and raUymg me by turns, our interview was inter- 
rupted by cries of Frenchmen for succour, proceeding 
from a thicket close by. There I found six French officers, 
and the same number of soldiers, bound with cords to the 
trees, and surrounded by some of Santugo*s free corps, who 
were hammering their flmts and loading, with great delibera- 
tion, for the purpose of making targets of these unfortunates. 
Among the prisoners I recognized the gallant leader of the 
cavalry, whom I had encountered in the early part of the 
day. His arms were corded behind him round the trunk of 
an oak, and he was nearly blinded by the blood which flowed 
from a wound on his head, inflicted apparently by the butt of 
a musket, or the knob of a peasant's club. 

" Save us. Monsieur Aide-de-camp !** cried he, in broken 
English; "these Italian ruffians know not the rules of 
nations, or the courtesy of war. Save us &om such base pol- 
troons ! It is hard for brave men to die so helplessly." 

** Giacomo— how now, rascal ! Is this the way you mean 
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to treat our prisoners P" I angrify asked of Santugo's fol- 
lower, who seemed to be the officiatmg authority. " Unbind 
them instantly, and with these mule-headed rogues of yours, 
rejoin the free corps ! But first, read to them the general's 
proclamation concerning the treatment of prisoners." As I 
severed the cords which bound the staff officer, the Gala- 
brians vented their anger in loud murmurs. 

" Eh, via ! what would you do, signor P" asked Belloni, 
with an air of sulky surprise. 

" Ola, damnazione !" growled the rest, as they grimly 
handled their knives, and closed round the Frenchmen ; 
seemingly resolved that their prey should not escape. Poor 
fellows ! it was an anxious moment for them. Taking from 
my sabretache a copy of Sir John's proclamation to the Cala- 
brians, 'I read it aloud ; it enjoined them to treat generously 
all captives who fell into their hands, and offered rewards for 
every one conducted by them in safety to the British camp- 
twenty ducats for an officer, and six for each private soldier. 
Immediately there arose a shout of "H denaro — ^the money !" 
I cast the ducats (part of what I had won from Truffi, the 
crook-back) amongst them, with ill-concealed impatience and 
scorn. The money was gathered up hurriedly, and the 
prisoners Were unbound. Thus, for a himdred and fifty 
pieces of silver, I saved the lives of twelve human beings, 
who would have been butchered without remorse, but for my 
opportune arrival and intervention. 

I led the reprieved men to Sir John Stuart, who was still 
intent on his despatch. Surrounded by whole hecatombs of 
slain and woimded — by sights and sounds replete with agony 
and horror — the old soldier continued to scribble on " for the 
information of his royal highness," with an expression and 
air of as perfect coolness, as if seated in the most comfortable 
drawing-room at home. A group of adjutants and orderlies 
stood round him, reporting the various casualties, and making 
up their lists of killed, wounded, and missing. They fell back 
on our approach. 

I presented the prisoners, among whom were an aide-de- 
camp, the lieutenant-colonel of a Swiss battalion, and my 
brave antagonist, whom I discovered to be the famous 
General Compere. He had been unhorsed and disarmed by 
Captain Drumlugas, who gave him in charge of the free 
corps, from whose gentle wardship I had rescued him. The 

Erivates were poor Swiss conscripts, who had been marched 
rom their native mountains to fight imder the eagles of the 
emperor. They were placed among the rest of our prisoners, 
who now numbered about a thousand ; these ^ex^ \oTici*&^*^s2^ 



^8 ADYENTUfiES OF AN AIDE-DE-CAMP. 

A solid square, and surrounded by tlie Sicilian battalion, with 
two four-pounders loaded with cannister and grape, to keep 
the forlorn band in complete subjection. 

As I accompanied Greneral Compere in search t>f a surgeon, 
to dress his wound, we passed a deep trench, or natural chasm 
of rock, in which about seven hundred French dead were 
being hastily interred, to prevent their bodies producing 
malaria, or being stripped and mutilated by the peasantiy. A 
wing of les chasseurs Brittaniques, working with tiieir jackets 
off, were performing the duty of sextons. Compere paused 
to observe them. 

'' Poor fellows !" said he, looking down on the heaped dead 
within that hideous catacomb. ''This morning, how merrily 
they marched from Maida ! How many a young and brave 
heart, that was then swelling with courage and ardour, is 
hring here — crushed, cold, and still!" His fine, bronzed 
race clouded for a moment with the deepest dejection and 
mortification, while surveying the ghastly trench where his 
soldiers lay piled one on another, with arms, knapsacks, and 
harness, iust as they were found; but his ^roud eye 
brightened as he turned towards the darkening hdls, where 
the far-ofi* clouds of dust, curling like smoke in the distance, 
marked the Hne of Begnier's quick retreat. 

" Hah !" added he, gaily, " France yet swarms with brave 
soldiers ; and Massena will soon show your haughty general 
that Naples is not to be won and lost on Maida osily. He is 
* the child of victory ;* and fortune will soon smile again on 
the soldiers of the emperor. As for thifr day's field, about 
which they will doubtless make a great noise in England — 
poh ! 'tis a mere battle of egg-sheHs to what I have seen, 
even in Italy — this land of cowards ! Had you been on the 
fields of Arcole and Lodi — had you seen our victorious legions 
sweep the Eomans from the mountains of Imola — 'twould 
have done your heart good. Faith ! one who has captured 
Naples, fought in Apulia, invested Gaeta, and seen the 
corpses piled chin-deep in the redoubt of San Andero, must 
know what campaigmng is! But allons! monsieur; if it 
please you, let me get my poor broken head dressed." I 
hailed one of the medical sta£P (Dr. Macneisa of ours), who 
was passing near us, and in a few minutes Compere's wound 
was bathed and bandaged u]^, with a care and tenderness of 
which he seemed deeply s^isible. 

Macneisa had scarcely retired, when we were informed that 
the numerous prisoners had become refractory, and Sir John 
was about to give them a dose from the field-pieces; but 
Compere hastened to the spot, and by his presence reduced 
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them to subjection. They were then formed in sections, and 
etrongly escorted, preparatory to their march to the coajBt, 
where the boats of Sir Sydney's fleet were in waiting to 
embark them.' 

** En arri^re — ^marche !" cried the crest-fallen Compere, 
half-forgetting that his authority was no more ; and the dark, 
disarm^ mass moved off towards the sea, encircled by a 
hedge of glittering bayonets. " Dieu yous b^nisse !" said the 
!French general, raising his cocked hat ; *' Monsieur aide-de- 
camp, I shall never forget your kindness. Adieu — a thousand 
adieux !" And I saw him no more — at least, not as a prisoner. 

On their retreat to Crotona, the French were closely fol- 
lowed by Macleod with the 78th, les chasseurs Brittamques, 
and Santu^o's &ee corps, with orders to attack them on 
every occasion, and to endeavour to dislodge them entirely 
£rom Calabria TJlteriore. As their route lay along the shore 
of the Adriatic, and excellent opportunity was afforded for an 
effectual co-operation with our squadron in that sea, com- 
manded bv Captain (afterwards Sir William) Hoste, who 
never neglectea an opportunity of galling their left flank 
whenever it came within range. On their nffht, a giant chaifi 
of mountains heaved upwards from the beam ; and there the 
chiefs of the Masse, at the head of thousands panting for 
Prench blood, hovered in clouds, while Macleod pressed on 
their rear. For miles the shore was strewn with their killed 
and wounded. A position was hastily taken up at Catan- 
zaro, but as hastily abandoned, before the overwhelming 
power of the Masse. 

Our wounded were conv^ed to St. Eufemio, where all the 
ofiScers of the medical staff and fleet were in attendance on 
them daily. The solicitude of the sailors to be of use to us, 
and their anxiety to assist their wounded countrymen — ^the 
alacrity with which they brought supplies ashore — and the 
general tenderness and attention with which these rough tars 
treated their helpless brethren, ehcited the highest encomiums 
from, the general and the admiral, on board whose ship I 
had the honour to lodge the eagle (captured at Maida), 
which, with our despatches, was immediately transmitted to 
London in charge of JJieutenant ViUiers of ours. Sir John 
wished me to nave been the bearer ; but, having cogent 
reasons for remaining in Calabria as long as possible, I con- 
trived to excuse myself. 

Our head-auarters were established at St. Eufemio, while 
Macleod, witn three thousand men, laid siege to Grotona, 
and Hoste, with the Adriatic fleet of gun-boats, blockaded it 
by sea. Colonel Oswald was despatdied to iaveet E^^Xa>> 
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with orders to storm the castle of Monteleone on his way. 
These were the only strongholds of importance possessed by 
Begnier in the lower province. Immediiately on his retreat, 
the famous Capo-bandito, Francatripa, with his ferocious 
horde, issued from the forest of St. Eufemio, and carried by 
storm a battlemented and palisadoed house at the place called 
the Sauveria, where an unfortunate party of the 23rd French 
light infantry, who formed its gamson, had been abandoned 
by Regnier m his flight. After a gallant resistance, the gar- 
rison were all cruelly massacred by these bloodthirsty 
patriots j even their httle trumpeter, a boy only twelve years 
of age, perished beneath their poniards. Such a sample of 
Itahan savagism called forth the indignation of our soldiers, 
who were well aware that by the courtesy of war the little 
band deserved very different treatment ; but Francatripa ex- 
cused himself, on the plea that it was but a part of that cruel 
system of reprisals maintained on both sides. 

When the embarkation of prisoners, the landing of cannon 
and stores, the billeting of sick and wounded, the burial of 
the dead, and all the bustle succeeding the battle were over, 
I thought of paying a visit to my friends at the villa d'Alfieri. 
There could not he a better time ; the visconte was at 
Crotona with his regiment, and I should have Bianca to 
myself. 

My billet was at an inn of St.*Eufemio, called " II Concha 
d'Oro," from its sign, the Golden Shell. It was kept by a 
worthy bustling Httle Italian, Maestro Matteo Buzzone, — 
who, in truth, was not ill-named ; his paunch being one of the 
first amphtude. I was enjoying a cigar and a decanter of 
iced Malvasia from the classic isles of Lipari, at an open 
lattice. Opposite, stood the house of the Si^or Podesta, 
and I amused myself for some time by attempting to engage 
his daughter, a dark-eyed and red-cheeked damsel, in a flirta- 
tion ; but my efforts were vain ; though she appeared every 
moment at the window — watering flowers, arranging and 
disarranging the sunshade, bowing to a passer by, or 
whatnot. 

The coolness of the evening induced me to think of a 
canter as far as the villa d'Ameri. Summoning the groom, 
I desired him to saddle Cartouche ; while, with rather more 
care than usual, I made my toilet, — ^for I was about to pay 
my devoirs to the fair Bianca. In those days, when one was 
not on duty, the uniform coat was worn open, with the 
lappelldfe buttoned back, to show the facings barred with 
silver; the sash and sword-belt being worn under it, and 
over a white kerseymere waistcoat. vVhite breeches, long 
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jack-boots reacliing above the knee, and equipped with jang- 
'Img spiirs, a heavy sabre with a brass sheath, buff gloves, 
and a cocked hat, with a drooping plume of scarlet and white 
feathers, completed the uniform of a British stafiP-officer. 

I was just setting forth, when the ill-omened visage of the 
general's orderly, an old and sunburnt serjeant of the Slst, 
appeared at the door ; erect as a ramrod, he raised his hand 
to nis bear-skin cap, and placed a despatch in my hand. 

" Hallo, Pierce ! what's fresh now r" 

" Sir John's compliments, sir, and he requests you will 
make all speed with this before the night sets m." 

" Now, by all the gods ! 'tis mere slavery, this staff work — 
I'll resign, and join the 62nd at Syracuse !" I muttered, 
while tearing open the note accompanying the despatch — an 
oblong document, addressed " O. H. M. S., to Lieut.-Col. 
Madeod, Eoss-shire Buffs, Orotona." 

" Dear Dundas (ran the note). You will ride forthwith, 
and deliver the accompanying letter at Crotona. If it suits 
your taste, stay there to partoke of the fighting ; but bring 
me word the moment it capitulates. Yours, &c., 

" John Stuabt. Maj.-gen." 

There was no course but to obey ; yet I determined that 
my origjinal purpose of visiting Bianca should not be inter- 
fered with. Thrusting the despatch into the sabretache, I 
buckled on my sabre, and in five minutes was en route, with 
all the worldly sooda I possessed (at least in Calabria) 
strapped to the saddle before and behind me. In front were 
a pair of excellent pistols, newly oiled, fiinted and loaded, and 
my blue cloak was rolled and buckled over the holsters ; a 
valise was strapped behind me, containing a few changes of 
linen, and a nghting-jacket ; a handful of cigars and an 
Army List, a horse-picker and a cork-screw, with a copy of 
" The Eighteen Manoeuvres " (compiled by my namesake. 
Sir David Dundas), completed my camp equipage, — the 
whole of our heavy baggage having been left Dehind us in 
Sicily. The telescope — an appendage indispensable to a staff- 
officer — I carried in a pipe-clayed case, slung across my left 
shoulder. 

Evening had almost given place to night when I arrived at 
the villa, and dismounted. Its ample facade was shrouded in 
^loom, and there were no signs of animation within, which 
was accounted for by the absence of Santugo, with all his 
dependants. I fastened my horse in the por(£, for there was 
no one to receive it ; the guard-room of the sbirri, or armed 
militia (which all the feudal nobles maintained uxv^ ^\^<^ 
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fbrench inyasion), was empty, and the quadrangle deserted. 
In remote places on liie mountains some residences were still 
garrisoned or protected by the sbirri ; and the landholders, 
abetted by these armed followers in their hereditary and 
inveterate feuds, became the perpetrators of outrages and 
atrocities of every kind. 

In the yestibule I met Annina, a girl of Capri, and Bianca*s 
favourite attendant ; who, on beholding me, uttered an ex- 
clamation of delight : this was a good omen. I inquired, of 
course, for the viscontessa* and was informed that she was 
away to the prince's coiwersazione at Nicastro, accompanied 
by the old Major Gismondo ; but the Si^ora Bianca was at 
home, and, taking my hand, the frank Italian mrl bade me 
accompany her. With my <datterins boots, buckskin gloves, 
and worn accoutrements, 1 was in fitter trim for the march 
than for a lady's boudoir ; but though my scarlet uniform, 
its embroidery and silver epaulettes, wwre faded and dingy, 
still they were quite service-like ; and the coat yet showed 
the stains of bteod from the wound I had received at Cefalu, 
and the scratch in the skirmish near St. Eufemio. 

Bianca was seated at a table, leaning her cheek upon her 
hand, intent on the sorrowful pages of "La Guiletta," her 
glossy curls clustering over her white arm, which the fashion 
of her country revealed to the dimpled elbow. The lamp by 
which she sat reading (a globe of light, upheld by a silver 
Atlas) shed its radiance fi3l upon her eyes, which flashed 
brilliantly as she raised them on my enhance, with an ex- 
pression in which surprise, confusion, and welcome were 
blended. Good omen the second ! thought I. One is more 
apt to be egotistical when on the staff, tmin when doing duty 
as a mere regimental officer. The momentary flush whicn 
suflusedher soft cheek and pale forehead, heightened her 
rare beauty ; and at the moment when she arose, and threw 
back the rich masses of half-disordered curls with her white 
hand, her bust resplendent in the full glare of light, she 
seemed perfectly divine — ^in the language of her countrymen, 
a Bell* idolo. 

Her constant companion, Luisa Gismondo, rising from an 
embroidery-frame, received me with a smile of welcome ; she, 
too, was an enchanting girl, though much shorter in stature 
than Bianca ; and never did the hght of a candelabrum shine 
on curls more glossy, lips more rosy, softer blue eyes, or a 
face more brilliantly fair than poor Luisa's. 

** O joy ! " exclauned the gins together ; " and so, signer, 
you have escaped tiie awful day at Maida P" 

*' Yes, ladies ; and I hope to escape many more such days. 
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I trnst you will excuse tliis somewhat unseasonable yisit,^ 
Si^ora iianca," said I, slightly pressing her hand ; " but 
being ordered off on the spur to Grotona, I have talcen the 
liberty of visiting you, to be the bearer of any message or 
letters to Monsi^ore Luigi." 

" How very kmd of vou, Signer Claude ; but — ^but you do 
not TOOceed on the road to Grotona to-night P" 

"I must, indeed, ride forward without delay ; and, believe 
me, the general, kind-hearted though he be, would scarcely 
excuse my having made a detour, even to visit the villa 
d'Alfieri.'^ 

** O, Signer Claude, consider the state of the country!" 
■aid she earnestly, as I seated myself at the other end of the 
S0&, evincing not the least hurry in the world. 

" * Consider the nature of the service,' the general would 
reply ; but I believe that the wildest bandit in Italy — not 
evMi Francatripa, or Fra Diavolo — ^would molest a British 
soldier." 

"You, perhaps, trust them too far. But, indeed, our 
oppressed people are not quite so bad as the Parisian papers 
have represented them." 

3y this time the distance between us on the sofa was 
greatly diminished, and I was about to say something very 
pointed and gallant, when Annina entered with a tray 
of refreshment, which she placed on the ebony table before 
us. I saw a cunning smile twinkling in her black eyes as 
she watched us, while arranging the ices, the crystal goblets, 
and a superbly-embossed carM^Ta of the wine of Gioja — a 
village of Calabria, famed for the excellence of its grapes. 
G^e viscontessa was, as I have said, at Nicastro, where I 
heartily hoped she would continue to enjoy herself, not 
wishing my tSte-a-tSte with these two charming girls to be 
interrupted by her presence, or that of the major. 

"O, signer, tell us how you captured the standard at 
MaidaP" asked Luisa. 

Well aware how much such an encounter makes one shine 
in the estimation of women, I briefly related the whole affair, 
deriving considerable satisfaction from the expressions of 
horror, pity, and surprise, that flitted in succession across the 
£Edr faces of the listeners. 

"And so you escaped unhurt!" exclaimed Bianca, clasping 
her hands — ^with dehght I was fain to suppose. 

"Quite, signora; you observe my thick glove, and the 
curb rein" — 

"And the bearer — ^the poor Frenchman!" said Luisa^ 
fixing her blue eyes upon me. 
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** Escaped, I am now liappy to say. Poor fellow ! 'tis said 
he was Itegnier's son.*' 

" Philippe E«gnier I O, my Grod !" murmured Lnisa in a 
breathless voice. 

**Liii8a!" exclaimed Bianca, surveying her pale features 
with astonishment. The poor girl blushed deeply, and bent 
over her embroidery-frame, adding, in a faltering voice, that 
nhe herself was soon to behold such scenes, and looked 
forward to them with horror. 

" True, Luisa, dear/* said Bianca, kissing her cheek, " You 
set out with your father for our army at Cassano to-morrow." 

*' To join the chiefs of the Masse?" I asked. Luisa Gis- 
mondo bowed, and the subject was abruptly changed. I saw 
that some secret was labouring in her breast-, causmg a dejec- 
tion and Conxion she could iU conceal. 

But to proceed briefly. The acquaintance that Bianca and 
I had formed in Sicily was fast ripenins, and we became as 
intimate as cousins, and quite as naimless in our flirtation. 
iSwiflly and hapmly passed that agreeable evening, in the 
course of which 1 discovered that the minds of mese fair 
girls were no way inferior to the perfection of their persons. 
Their maimers were animated and bewitching, their imagina- 
tions brilliant ; each was mistress of music and drawing, aoid 
well read in the best works of Italian literature. We coqip 
mented on the " Giuletta" of Captain Lui^ da Porta — that 
.brave cavalry officer, who wielded his pen m peace as well as 
he had done the sword in the wars of the league of Cambraj 
and the campaigns of Gradiska, and froni whose pathetic 
novel, Shakspeare derived the plot of his far-famed tragedy. 
We also dipped into the " G^erusalemme " of Tasso, uid 
wooed the sorber muse of Petrarch. Then Luisa seated her* 
self at the piano, and, with Bianca, sang a beautiful duet 
from the " Antonio e Cleopatra," of the amorous Vittorio 
d'Alfieri, whose genius enriched and invigorated the lite- 
rature of his country. Bianca showed me her portfc^o, 
wherein I sketched the distant hiUs of Maida, as seen from 
the casement, shining in all the silvery blaze of an Italiui 
•moonlight : next came her collection of medals and bronzea; 
and her music, including the last new piece from Paleomio. 
Her lap-dogs, parrot, and heaven knows what besides, weire 
all separately admired, while the general, his despatch, and 
the service, were alike forgotten. 

The boudoir was a charming little place, elegantly fitted 
up, and decorated with every ornament that her own taste or 
her cousin's wealth could procure ; and the cool sea-breeze 
rafted the aromatic perfumes of the garden through the open 
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.easements. The broad moon was shining on the glassy deep, 
tuid we heard the solemn hymn of the Sicilian fishermen, and 
ike dipping of oars, as they fell in measured time into the 
sparkling waters of the gnlf . 

The sullen toll from the clock turret in the (^[uadrangle, 
warned me that it wanted but an hour of midnight. I 
started up as the forgotten despatch rushed upon my re^ 
membrance. 

''The deuce!" thought I; "now then to horse, and 
away." 

Bianca set before me in grim array all the dangers of 
travelling in so wild a countiy at midnight, — ^the woods, the 
marshes, the wolves, the bancutti, and begged me to remain 
at least until her aunt returned with some of the mounted 
servants. The fine eyes of the lovely and warm-hearted girl 
.became almost sufEused with tears, as she presented me with 
an Agnus Dei for Luigi. This was a piece of some unknown 
stuff cut in the form of a heart, which Fra Adriano had in- 
formed her had power to drive away evU spirits, and calm 
storms and tempests, — Shaving been consecrated by his holiness 
the pope, who provides an ample supplv of these sacred toys 
for distribution every seven years. Although at that moment 
I was on the point of leaving her, perhaps for ever, I could 
not forbear smiling at the credulous superstition, or devout 
simplicity, which induced her to intrust me, in such sincere 
good fai£h, with this gift for her cousin. 

** Felicissima notte, Si^orina Luisa, and happiest night to 
you, dearest Bianca!" said I, on turning to leave them. 

** I would give you such an amulet too," said Bianca, " but 
'twere better not : you only scofi'at these things, which your 
erring &thers have taught you to scorn." 

" No, dear Bianca ; believe me, that any gift — " 

*' Hush now, Caro Claude !" said she, placing her pretty 
hand on my mouth ; " I will not believe you." 

In one short evening, how had the enchanting manner, the 
gentle tones, and sweet nature of this Italian girlendeared her 
to me ! Until I rose unwillingly to depart, 1 knew not that 
the spell she had cast around me was so powerful. My hand 
trembled ; and this sympathetic confusion was conveyed by 
its touch to Bianca, who blushed and cast down her eyes, 
while a roguish smile overspread the fair face of Luisa. A 
love afiair makes rapid progress in the fervid clime of vol- 
canoes and earthquakes, though the pathway is too often 
planted with poniards ; and, before partmg, Bianca and I had 
formally exchanged rings. Kespectfully pressing my lips to 
her hand and cheek, I resigned her, in tears, to Ihe tender 
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solace of Luisa Gismondo, and hastened from the apartment. 
1 led forth poor Cartouche, who had spent the whole nieht in 
the dark porch» duildng his ears and snorting with impatience, 
while the cold night-dew gathered on his glossy coat and 
gHttering harness. 

My foot was in the stirrap, when ihe opening of a window 
above made me pause, and my fair fdenas appeared leaning 
over a balcony. 

" Claude/' said Hanca I ** on the wild hills, above Maida, 
there dwells an aged hermit, to whom every year we have 
sent almSf-^madonna mia ! he is very, very old I My aont 
did so when she was a gid, and her mother liad done so oefore 
her. Tell the good man tiiat I remenibeF him in my prayers, 
and ask his blessing for Bianca." 

'' And f<»r me, too, signor," added Luisa. 

'* I shall not forgeik, ladies," said I, leaping into my saddle. 
"Adieu." 

JxL ten minutes the villa d'AMeri was far behind, and I 
was galloping along the moonlit beach of St. Eufemio. 



CHAPTEE X. 



A NIGHT WITH THE USQASU 



An hour's hard riding brought me to the skirfcs of the great 
forest, so famous as ihe haunt of wolves and brigands, that I 
did not feel perfectly at ease in its vicinity, and kept on the 
alert as I proceeded. On .one side stretcned away into ob- 
scurity the level shore, bordered by the sea, which rolled its 
sullen waves on the yellow sand, or dashed ihem in glittering 
foam against the jutting rocks ; on the other, arose the rust- 
ling oaiks and beeches of the lofW forest, the long, dark vistas 
and gloomy recesses of which the sun had never penetrated. 
From the wooded heights I expected every moment to issue 
the red flash of a rifle, or the glancing weapons and tall coni- 
cal hats of Francatripa's horde ; but 1 trusted that my cha- 
racter as an Italian ally would ^ain me some favour with 
those desperadoes, whose ferocity, strange to say, was 
often mingled with the highest spirit oi patriotism and 
chivahy. 

A dense cloud obscured the radiant moon, casting a long, 
dark shadow over sea and land, and I missed the beaten track 
which supplied the place of a road. Presently, Cartouche 
sank to the girths in a plantation of rice, where he snorted 
and plunged furiously. By using bridle and spur with the 
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fitmoBt caniion, I extricated him; bat he saoik again and 
a^ain, and I had fears of losing my noble grey altog^er. A 
rfee-field is little better than a marsh, fail of water and holes. 
I toiled on for half an hour, holding his bridle, and endea- 
Fonring to regain the lost road ; bnt erery instant we plunged 
deeper into Dogs and pools of stagnant water. At last I 
zegained terra nrma, close to the forest, but was exhausted 
with over-exertion and want of sleep. !Dien the warnings 
of Bianca were remembered, and I regretted not having 
I'emained all night at the villa. 

On the verge of the f(»?est, and dose to the preceptory- 
housc of Castelermo, — a ruin overgrown with vine and iyy, 
and now brilliantly illuminated by the moon, which broKo 
forth with double splendour, — I -came suddenly upon a large 
blazing fire^ that lit up the dark arcades of the wood, and 
hissed as the dew was shaken from the waving branches on 
the flames. Around it moved a group of people, whom at first 
I supposed to be brigands, but on nearer approach I found 
they were Zingari, — a class half gipsies, half robbers ; of un- 
known origin, and speaking Italian, but with an accent pecu- 
liar to themselves. Like all the scattered remnants of this 
mysterious tribe in other countries, the Zingari wander over 
tlie face of the land, without possessing any property save 
the chattels borne in the panniers of their mules and asses. 
These vagrants are chiefly employed in working on metals, 
which they manufacture into rude stilettoes, bucUes, and bod- 
kins ; though they live principally by their wits and the 
nimbleness of their fingers. 

On my approach, the male portion of the community 
snatched up meir knives imd poles ; and a skirmish might 
have ensued, had not an old man, who appeared to be their 
capo, or chief, quieted their clamour, and stepped forward to 
receive me. The gang consisted of twelve men and the same 
number of women ; aU of them clad in a gaudy, thoug]^ 
miserable manner. 

The old Zingaaro had a beard like that of a patriarch, and 
the thick masses of his grizzled hair were confined in a netted 
bag, — ^the only covering his head, perhaps, had ever known: 
His red cotton breeches and deer-skin lacket were worn to 
tatters, and his brawny brown legs were bare below the knee,' 
his feet being encased in sandals, laced with straps above the 
ankle ; a broad belt encircled his waist, and sustamed a knife, 
a flask, a pouch, and a mandolin, which, with a staff, or ashen 
pole, six feet long, completed his equipment. The younger 
vagabonds were all attired much in the same manner ; their 
dark glancing eyes, naked limbs and shoulders, wild tangled 
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hair, and wolf-skin garments, giving them a very savage or 
sa^-like aspect. 

Believing there was no cause to fear these people, and 
.being willing to rest and gratify my cariosity, I dismounted, 
and return^ ceremoniously the greeting of the venerable 
capo. 

" Cross her hand with a ducat of gold, that Zilla may read 
your fortune, signor gentiluomo !" said a young girl, dancing 
round me, and snapping her castanets, wmle a gips^ struck a 
few notes on a rucie guitar, and chanted the ^ingaresca. 
/' Touch my hand with gold, and if your love will be success* 
fid, I will read it in the stars.' 



I would rather have it read from vour own bright eyea, 
jny pretty donzella," said I, with a gallant air. TBs made 
the eyes of the yoimg rogue with the guitar flash Are ; aud, on 
my attempting to take the hand of the girl, she trip]ped away 
from me with a demure air of rustic coquetry, -vnuch made 
her look prettier still. Though not tall, she was finely 
formed ; the contour of her head and profile was of classic 
beauty. Her eyes were darker than any I had ever looked 
on, and at times they became lustrous with lambent light ; 
and her teeth, white and regular, were unsurpassed in bril- 
liancy, even by those of Bianca. But her face, her arms, and 
legs — ^the latter partially displayed by a scanty petticoair— 
were burned bj the sun to a hue considerably darker than 
the natural ohve tint of her race. Her hair was so bUusk^ 
that it seemed of a blue tint, where the light struck upon it% 
and its luxuriant masses were confined by a golden arrovrv 
with an unexpanded bulb, announcing that she was a maiden 
spotless and free, the bc^b being the sign of betrothal oar 
jnamage. 

" Gentil signor, for a crown, I will write you a spell that 
unll make all the women love you." 

" Benissimo, my girl 1" said I, " if only one woman loves me 
truly " 

" Or seek you a love-potion P or a charm against Freneh 
bullets P" said a hideous hag, with fierce black eyes, a 
shrivelled skin, and the aspect of a Hecate. 

" Bah !" growled the old Zingaro ; " away with you, Zilla 
"—and you, too, good mother ! The cavaliere has not com^ 
among us to have charms made, or fortunes read ; but for 4 
trusty guide, who for a handful of carlini will conduct him 
through any part of the woods between seas." ^ 

" Bight, master Zingaro ! — a guide is just what I am in 
search of, to direct me on the Crotona road ; at least, so far 
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as we may go until dawn, when I may see to avoid these 
cursed rice-nelds and quagmires, through which it is no joke 
to ride in the dark." 

** True, signor ; you have had a very narrow escape. I re- 
member that in the wet season, when these marshes become 
lakes, three of Begnier's dragoons, while escorting the famous 
crook-back, Gaspare Truffi, to the gallows at Monteleone, 
were cajoled by his oily tongue, and led among the rice-fields 
yonder, as the shortest way. Via ! 'twas the longest road 
they ever marched — for they are on it yet. Gaspare escaped ; 
but the troopers and their horses sunk for ever in the shimng 
morass. You may thank those blessed stars that shone so 
kindly on you ; you had perished but for them. Seat yourself 
on the turf, si^or ; the Zinffari feast when other men sleep, 

and if you will condescena to partake of our meal " i 

bowed assent, and seated myself beside his daughter. 

It would have been wiser to have ridden on my way, with 
or without a guide, rather than have trusted myself m such 
quarters and company ; but the aspect of the whole group 
was so strikingly romantic, that I was tempted to Imger. 
The red flames of the fire cast fitful and lurid gleams of Hght 
on the dark countenances and wild garments of the wan- 
derers, shedding a fiery glow on the rich green foliage of the 
gigantic oaks and elms, whose gnarled trunks were interlaced 
widi ivy, vine, and olive. No wind poured through the long, 
still vistas of the forest, whose gloomy recesses were spangled 
with myriads of fire-flies, flitting like flames of fairy tapers. 
A mountain torrent was faUing near us, and the roaring hiss 
of the cascade seemed alone to stir the dewy leaves of the 
umbrageous foliage. The large eyes of the Zingari were 
glinting in the light, as they staged nxedly on the red embers, 
or watched the motions of the aged crone who superintended 
the cooking. The meal — ^whether late supper or early break- 
fast, I know not — consisted of sundry portions of roebuck and 
wild pig, which were broiling and sputtering merrily on the 
glowmg bars of an immense griduron. To these savoury 
viands were added cakes of flour, a jar of boiled rice, and a 
pitcher of the wine of the country. Close by me stood Car- 
touche, reined up to the lower branch of an oak, his lar^e 
and prominent eyes glaring in the light of the fire, and his 
broad, red nostrils quivering as the smoke curled around them. 

This was one of those picturesque scenes of service, which 
are rendered so pleasant oy the very contrast they present to 
others. Two hours before, I had been seated in a superb bou- 
doir, beside Bianca and her friend ; now I lounged on the 
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grass among unshaven thieyes and va^^rants, who regarded 
my rich tmiiorm and well-trimmed mnstachios with eyes of 
ill-concealed admiration and wonder. 

. During this midnight revel, the old capo represented the 
roads about the forest, as being so dangerous, that I resolved 
to abide with his band xmtil dawn, when he promised to send 
a guide with me so far as I wished. 

" Besides, Ezcellenza," he added, " Francatripa's men are 
in the forest, and you might be in some peril if you fell into 
their hands alone ; while, under m^ protection, you are safe. 
I mean not that the noble Francatnpa would in person molest 
Tou ; but there are those in his band who are less scrupu- 
lous, and who care not wheUier a traveller wears the scarlet 
uniform of Britain, or the blue of my Lord Peppo, especially 
that crooked fiend, Gaspare Truffi, who, since the massacre 
of his own gang by lie voltigeurs of the marchese di Monte- 
leone, acts as Signor Pranca&ipa's lieutenant." 
. As daylight could not be far distant, I consented to remam. 
B»olled up m my cloak, I lay down to sleep by the feet of my 
horse, while the Zingari, after posting one of their gang to 
watch, also compost themselves for repose on the green 
sward. 

The novelty of my situation, the diaracter of my com- 
panions, and my late nappy interview with Bianca, kept float* 
ing before me, chasing away sleep, and compelling me for a 
time to lie awake. I lay watching a gigantic tarantella^— a 
species of spider well known for tne venomous nature of its 
bite— spinning its net of silvery gauze from the branches of 
the oak above me. But I soon K^und a more agreeable objeet 
for contemplation, in the classic form of Zilla, who lay near 
me, sleeping on her father's mantle of undressed deer-skin« 
over which Iter unbound ringlets rolled in luxuriant profusion. 
At last I dropped into a half-slumber, but was speedily 
aroused by something writhing within my cloak. I threw it 
open, and lo ! a bloated viper of enormous size was coiled 
round my left arm. While I endeavoured in vain to shake 
it o£^ an exclamation of disgust escaped me, which awoke the 
yoxmg girl Zilla, who, on oeholding my predicament, feax- 
lessly grasped the throat of the venomous reptile, and tossed 
it with all ner strength among the trees. This action recalled 
the lines in Virgil's Third Greorgic— 

" In flair Calabria's woods a snake is bred, 
With corlingr crest and with adyandng head ; 
Waving he rolls, and makes awinding track. 
His belly spotted, burnished is his back." 

"Signor, do not be alarmed !*' said Zilla; "I hope the 
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homd thiii£ lias not bitten you ? Ah, were you to sleep for 
a single nignt wkere I liave often slept, in Hm sedges by the 
Lake of Lugano, at the base of Mont SaLyador, where the 
surface of the water and all the fields around it swarm with 
vipers, you would not be so frightened by one." 

" I was not frightened, my gentil Zin^ra, though certainly 
a little startled." 

"Pardon me, Excellenzft — 1 meant not that; but — ^but 
only that I am so happy to have been of service." She 
paused with something like embarrassment. 

She was so beautifm, Ihat I was half ashamed to offer her 
money ; and on my placing a Venetian sequin in her hand, 
strange to say, it was with the utmost reluctance, and after 
many a furtive glance at the snorini; capo, that this half-clad 
gipsy girl accepted the gift. So I l&sed each of her dimpled 
cheeks — a soldier-like mode of payment, which she evidently 
relished much more : the sequin seemed only the bestowal of 
a charity, but the loss was a compliment. Her oriental eyes 
kindled with vivacity and light, equalled only by those of the 
young Zingaro, her admirer; whom I observed coiled up 
close Djr, like a snake in, a bueh, and watching us with a keen 
expression of anger and mistrust, that boded me little good- 

" And so, for this night, I am the rival of a Zingaro — a 
beggarly gipsy boy !" thought I, resigning myself once more 
to slumber ; " what a dashing iatrigue for an aide-de-camp ! 
And yet the girl is pretty enough to turn the heads of our 
whole mess." 

I tossed and turned restlessly on my 'grassy bed. Li vain 
I invoked sleep ; a dreamy sense of danger kept me awake, 
although I haa a long ana hard ride before me at daybreak. 
At last I fell into a donn^ stupor, produced by the capo's 
wine and the dampness of his bivouac. 

I was roused to consciousness by a shriek from Zilla — a 
pierdnff cry — which brought the wnole Zingari on their legs 
SianLta^t; and, spring up, I graspeJ^mv sabre. The 
hideous visage of Gaspare Traffi, lit up l^ the dying embers, 
scowled at me for a moment, from among the pale green 
foliage of an orange-tree ; we then heard him boimding away 
with one of his elvish yells of spite and malice. 

" Slav him — slay him ! O the hideous crook-back," ex- 
claimed. Zilla. " Caro signor, I watched while you slept, and 
saw him stealing near you hke a ticer-cat. He had a dagger 
in his hand, and his look was deadly : I knew his fell inten* 
tbns." 

" Oik Zingari V* shouted the enraged capo ; " \i3^ l&5:2t«& 



72 ADTBirrUBBS OV AS AIDE-DB-CAICF. 



—Up Maldo — away ^- after him with your knives and 
poles!" 

" A hundred ducats for him, dead or alive !" I exclaimed. 

" Cowards !" ejaculated the old capo. But no man stirred 
in pursuit ; the heutenant of Francatripa was not to be pur- 
sued and attacked like an ordinary outlaw. The gang hung 
their heads and drew back. 

My exasperalion was only equalled by my astonishment at 
this re-appearance of the himch-back, who, I had supposed, 
must have perished in the whirlpool beneath the villa 
d'Alfileri. My rage was kindled anew by this third attempt 
to assassinate me ; and had he fallen into my hands at that 
moment, I should certainly have incapacitated him from 
making another attempt on my life. 

As a longer stay with my new acquaintances in such a 
Ticinity seemed likely to be fraught with other troubles and 
dangers, I mounted and rode off, accompanied by a little boy, 
tiie brother of Zilla. To her I tendered my thanks and 
purse at parting ; but what gold could ever repay the debt of 
gratitude I owed the poor gipsy girl P She had saved mv 
life. I thought less of it then tmui 1 have done since ; oubb 
existence is m. hourly peril when campaigning, and escapes 
from danger are matters of much less note in warfare than in 
a time of peace. 



CHAPTEE XI. 

THB HUNCHBACK AGAIN. 

In a little while day dawned, and all the splendour of ai^. 
Italian sunrise lit up the scenery. The waning moon shone 
pale and dim as, fading, it disappeared in the azure sky. 
From the lofty hills I had a view of the Mediterranean ; its 
bright surface eleamed like a sea of polished ^lass, throwing 
out in strong r3ief the dark frigates anchored m the eulf, the 
gaudy xebecques with their broad lateen sails, swift feluccas, 
oared galleys, and a swarm of little coasting vessels. These 
«eas, nevertheless, were at times infested by French cruisers 
and Algerine corsairs, who, darting from behind some cape 
or isle, pounced upon the unwary merchantman, — for tms 
tribe of Mussulman pirates had not then been extirpated or 
subdued. 

As I advanced, fields of rice, of Turkey com, and even 
sugar-canes, appeared at intervals among tne wooded hills; 
and the roadway was bordered by laurefi, myrtles, and mul- 
berry-trees. A few cottages, Tnth picturesque little mills 
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turned by natnral cascades, peeped out from among groves of 
the orange and plnm tree ; and ridgy mountains, over whose 
tall summits the sun poured down its lustre, bounded the 
landscape. As the sun ascended higher into the blue vault, 
and lus neat and brilliance increased, the scenery became in- 
volved in a haasy silver mist, which floated over the face of 
nature like a veil of the finest gauze, softening and subduing 
the vivid and varied tints ; it was denser on the mountains, 
from whose giant sides vast volumes of white vapour came 
rolling down, like avalanches, or foaming cascades, into the 
valleys below. 

The wild and rouged nature of the country, and my igno- 
rance of the localities, caused me to progress but slowly. 
When passing through lonely places, 1 met more than one 
scout belonging to various bands of bri^;ands, watching, rifle 
in hand, among the rocks, and exchanging signals by imitat- 
ing the scream of the owl, the yell of me lynx, or the caw of 
the rook ; but they always greeted me by a wave of the hat, 
and a cry of ** A holy day to you, signor !" permitting me to 
pass without question. In many or these desert places, the 
wayside was strewn witih the dead bodies of Erencn soldiers, 
w1k> had perished from wounds or exhaustion. Bv this 
route some of Monteleone's brigade had Tetre&tea, and 
many of the poor stragglers la^ in ghastly groups around 
-die rude wooden crosses (marlang &e scene ot murder), 
and stone fountains, so common by l^e roadside in Italy. 
They had been stripped — and some, perhaps, despatched by 
the poniards of tne plunderers; many were torn by wild 
beasts, and all were in a loathsome state of decay, 
lying unburied, blackening and sweltering under a burn- 
ing sun. 

A lonfif ride over rough ground brought me to Policastro. 
Wearied with so long a seat on horseback under such intense 
heat, and feeling a Languor caused by the hot south wind 
which had blown all day, I gladly halted at the first albergo 
that appeared. 

Pohcastro was all in a bustle ; the people were holding a 
festival in honour of St. Eufemio, their patron saint. It was 
witii the utmost difficulty I found quarters in a miserable inn, 
where I fed and dressed Cartouche with my own hands, while 
such humble fare as the place aflbrded was in course of 
preparation. 

The signoressa was very sorry, — but the town was in such 
a bustle, she hoped " excellenza" would condescend to take 
what her house aflbrded— -maocheroni, lardo, bread, and fruit 
with Gioja wine. 
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** Maladetto I" said I, ifith no yery contented air, "^let me 
liaTe the best, signora." 

This indifferent repast was soon dismissed, the table cleared, 
and fruit and wine Drought in. lighting a cigar, I drew a 
sofa close to the open window, and &unged there, observing 
the fair, or merrymaking, held in honour of the sainted Eufe- 
mio. Laces, silver buttons, ribands, ehaplets of beads, knives 
and bodkins, gaudy pictures of miracles and the Madonna^ 
skins of bucks and wolves, real or imaginary relics of holy per* 
sonages who died in the odour of sandtity, rags, rotten bones, 
teeth, and innumerable pieces of the true cross, were offered 
for Sale by various eeclei^iaistics and piovia rogues who kept 
stalls, — ^the first for the benefit of the saint, and the last K>r 
their own. Warm choke-priest, pastry, and sour wine (the 
refuse of the convent cellars), were retailed for the same pur- 
poses. Flags waved, and garlands and ribands fiuttered on 
every side ; bells were tollmg, and men carolling, and women 
and children were dancing and siugin^ round a richly-attired 
ima^e of Saint Eufemio, as large as life, erected on the iden- 
tdcal spot from which that bkssed personage ascended to 
heaven. Dominicans, Minorites, Servites, Trimtarians, Clerks 
of Madonna, and I know not how many more of the Fadri, 
with shaven scalps, dark cowls, or diovdi-hats, clad in sombre 
tunics ^irt with cords of discipline, swarmed in the streets. 

All uiis festivity displayed the harmless devotion of the 
Italian character, and its peculiar superstitions ; but amone 
the mountains east^^^urd of the town, I became acquainted 
with deeds of atrocity which revealed all its blacker traits- 
its proneness to revenge and bloodshed. 

" Love," says a popmar writer, " is a fiery and a fierce pas- 
sion everywhere ; but we, who live in a more favoured land, 
know very little of the terrible effects it sometimes causes, 
and the bloody tragedies which it has a thousand times pro- 
duced, where the neart of man is xmcontrolled by reason or 
religion, and his blood is heated into a fever by the burning 
sun that glows in the heaven above his head." Of this I had 
many instances during our short campaign among the wild 
CalaJbrians. 

On entering a little hamlet at the base of the lulls which 
rise betweenxolicastro and Crotona^ I found that a marriage 
had just been celebrated, and all the inhabitants of the plaioe 
were making merry on the occasion. E>ustic tables were 
spread under the shade of orange-trees, and baked meats, 
nee, milk, fruit, and otiier simple viands, were displayed ia 
prafiision. The happy peasants welcomed me joyously, and 
mvited me to tarry for a time and partake of the general fes» 
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tmtjr. I dismounted, and was led forward by a crowd of 
mBties to the place of honour, beside the most respected guest 
-^-the parroocniano, a y^erable and silver-hairea brother of 
San Francesco, who had just united the young couple. 

After touching our glasses and tasting the wine, we stood 
up to observe the dancers, who were penorming one of their 
•pirited national measures, to the music of the tabor, ihe 
note, and zampogna. The bridegroom, a stout and handsome 
woodman, arrayed in gala attire, — a particoloured jacket, 
■onrlet yeat, ana green breeches, the knees of which, like his 
eonical hat, were gaily decorated with knots of ribands — was 
dmcin^ with his raide, little dreaming that a malignant rival 
foowlea from the orangery close beside them. As usual, the 
bride was the object of greatest interest ; she possessed beauty 
of form, delicacy of feature, and a soft. Madonna-like expres* 
non of serenity and modesty, which, set off by her smart 
Italian costume, rendered her quite bewitching. A piece of 
white linen was folded square on her head, and fell with a 
fringed edge over her shoulders, half concealing the heavy 
braids of ebon hair through which shone the gilt arrow, whose 
bulb would to-morrow be expanded. Large, dark, but down- 
oast eyes, a small rosy mouth, and dimpled chin, and a beau- 
tiftd bosom, were among those charms with which the wood- 
man's bride was lifted, — doubtless, her only dower. The old 
people clapped meir hands, while the younger sang her 
praaseSf accompanied with the music of flutes and mandolins. 

The measure was the provincial tarantella,— one whidi 
requires the utmost agility, the movements increasing in 
rapidity as the dance approaches its termination. At the mo- 
ment when the music was loudest, and the joy of the dancers 
and revellers at its height, the sharp report of a rifle-shot, 
feed firom the orangery, startled the joyous throng ; a wild 
shrieking laimh was heard, and the unhappy bride fell dead 
at the feet of ner husband ! 

** A hi ! madonna mia ! la sposa ! " burst from every^ tongue : 
tiien all stood for a moment mute — transfixed with horror. 

The woodman uttered a yell of rage and grief, and, xm» 
sheathing his knife, plunged into the thicket, with the aspect 
and ftiry of a tiger. Then rose shouts of anser. 

••Oh, abomination! 'tis Truffi the devu, — Ghispare the 
knnehback ! Malediction and revenge !" The men scattered 
m pursuit of the assassin, armed with knives, clubs, ox-goads, 
Mid such weapons as they could snatch on the instant, leavinjr 
iSie old Franciscan and women on their knees, lamenting over 
ilka hapless victim of revenge, thus cruelly cut off when her 
joaxkg and haoyBxA heart was bounding with love wi'i V^l* 
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"Graapare!" I ejaeulated, leaping on my horse to join in 
the pursuit ; " is this deril everywhere P Can this gnome of 
the woods be dogeing my footsteps P Could this death-shot 
have been inten(£d for me P" 

But the Franciscan informed me that the cripple had been 
a disappointed suitor, and that, usly and venomous as he was, 
this overgrown reptile professed love for the village girl, 
and had made a solemn vow of vengeance on the woodman. 
I was exasperated beyond measure at this deplorable outrage, 
and assisted in the fruitless pursuit as long as it was possible 
for me to do so, consistently with the general's order. Find- 
ing that I had far outstripped the villagers, and was alone 
among the mountains, I turned my hcnrse's head eastward, 
and pursued my journey, — ^not consoled by the recollection 
ihat deeds as dark were committed in the wild county of 
lipperary, when I was quartered thete. 



CHAPTEE XII. 

THS BEBMITAGS. 

BsFLECTiNa on the recent catastrophe, I rode for some 
time absorbed in mournful thoimht, fi\>m which I was 
aroused by the peculiar sound of Cartouche's hoofs ringing 
on hard pavement. On looking about, and finding that I 
was riding over some old Boxnan way, the a^ged hermit, whom 
the young ladies had requested me to visit, came to my re» 
membrance, for in answer to my inquiries at Policastro, as 
to his residence, I had been informed that a causeway of 
unknown antiquity led to his hermitage. 

Evening wi2fa/t approachii^ ; anTafter entering a narrow 
wooded valley between two lofty hills, I foimd the gloom in- 
creasing rapidly. The clouds, too, were gathering fast; a. 
few large drops of rain plashed heavily on me tossing leaves, 
while a faint gleam of lightning and toe muttering of distant 
thunder announced an approaching storm. I now looked 
somewhat anxiously for tne dwelling of the recluse; and: 
pursuing the windings of that ancient way — ^which, perhaps,, 
in former days had echoed to the sandalled feet of Milo's 
mighty host---I penetrated yet further into the deep valley. 
Stupendous oaks clothed the darkening hills, and cast a sable 
and melancholy gloom around. The solitude was awful, the. 
stillness intense, for it was scarcely broken by a brawling 
torrent, rushing, red and muddy, over a precipice of jaggea- 
rocky and resounding in a deep and echoing chasm* Afar off» 
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on the most distant peaks, flickered the blaze of vast furnaces 
Idndled by charcoal-burners; but soon these flres were 
quenched by the fury of the rising storm, and broad sheets 
of lightning, with yii^d and ghastly glare, lit eaacih. and sky 
. almoet incessantlv. By the livid fli^hes, I was enabled to 
find my way to tne hermitage, and pushing forward at full 
gallop, I gladly reached its welcome shelter. 

A rough wooden cross, and a turf-seat beside a rock, from 
which bubbled a rill into a basin worn by the water (that had 
•&Uen for ages, perhaps) on the stones below, answered the 
description given me of the abode of this recluse of the 
wilderness. JDismoxmting, I approached a small edifice of 
stone, which, appeared to oe the ruined tomb of some ancient 
Boman, whose name, once great and glorious, was now lost 
in oblivion. Its form was square, its size about twelve feet 
each way, and it had a domed roof of massive stone-work, 
which wa« covered with iyv and myrtle, while wild fuchsias 
and wall-flowers flourished in the clefts and joints of ^e 
decayed masonry. Two Boman columns and an entablature, 
time-worn and mutilated, formed the portico, which was 
dosed by a rustic door of rough-barked wood. On the 
.architrave I could just make out this inscription, cut in 
aacient characters, 

SIT TIBI TEBBA. LBVI8 : 

the wish uttered at the funerals of the Lalins, that earth 
mig^t press lightly on the person buried. I therefore con* 
di^fld that tne edifice had been erected anterior to the 
eoitom of buminff the dead. 

Fastening my horse in a sheltered nook, between the tomb 
and a rock that rose perpendicularly behind it, I knocked 
thrice at the door, but not receiving an answer, I pushed it 
open and entered. The li^ht of a lamp, placed in a recess 
before an image of the Madonna, glimmered like a star amid 
the darkness of that dreary habitation, and just enabled me 
to perceive, on my eyes becoming accustomed to the gloom, 
a most melanchonr object, one not unlike that which pre- 
sented itself to the reprobate Don Eaphael and his friend 
among the moimtains of Cuen^a. 

On a bed of leaves and straw, stretched on the paved floor, 
and clad in the coarse canvas sorb of the poorest order of 
priesthood, lav the venerable hermit. The hand of death 
pressed heavily on him. His cassock, rent and torn in 
twenty places, scarcely covered his almost fleshless form, 
which age, fasting, and maceration had attenuated to a 
frightful degree. A rusty chain, evidence of some self-im- 
posed penance, encircled his waist ; and he oonvulsiYel^ 
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elaBped in his bony and sHnuiken hands a rosaiy. Close by, 
lay an old drinking-horn and a hxonan sknll, tne latter well 
polished by long use, and near them lay a handM of 
chestnuts, the remains of his last repast. 

" O thou most adorable Virgin 1 " ne exdaimed, in a feeble 
but piercing voice, " in this terrible hour intercede for me 
with Him whom I dare not address, for horribly l^e awful 
memory of the past arises at this moment before me ! Gesu 
Christo, hear me ! and thou blessed Madonna ! " 

His voice died away, and I approached gently, removing 
my hat, on drawing near. 

" A foot I " he exclaimed. " Oh, stranger ! for ihe love of 
mercy, give me a draught of water ! ThSst makes me sufTer 
in anticipation those pains which are in store for sinners such 
as I am!" 

His dnnking-cup was empty, so I hastened to ihe brook 
and fUled it with water.; the storm was roaring terrifically 
through the valley at that moment. Hurrying back, I 
fisstened the door, and pouring a few drops of brandy from 
my travelling-flask into the water, held the cup to the 
aunerer's lips, who, after drinking greedily, sank again oh 
his couch. A faint flush spread over his death-psde face'; 
he revived rapidly, and endeavoured to raise himself up into 
a sitting posture, but in vain : nature was exhausted. After 
trimming the lamp, by its smoky light I took a closer survey 
of the tcmib and its scarcely Hvinff tenant. The dismal aspect 
of the place— its dark walls and darker urn-niches — ^the feeblfe 
light and heavy sombre shadows, together with its wretehed 
inmato, filled me with wonder, dis^st, and pity. 

The face and ^gwce of the hermit irete such as I never sa^T 
before, and have never looked on since. He was a very old 
man — old beyond any one I had ever known ; and he seemed 
to have hovaced so long on the brink of the grave — ^lingering 
between time and eternity — that he looked (if one may be 
allowed the expression) a hving corpse, almost as much a part 
of the next world as of this. The crown of his head was bald; 
but tangled locks of white hair straggled fi*om his temples, 
and mingling with his beard, formed one matted mass, white 
as snow, growing together, and almost concealing his visage, 
and reaching below nis rusty girdle. It gave a patriarchal 
dignity to his appearance. His keen and sunken eyes 
gleamed beneath nis white and bushy eyebrows, with ^ 
most unpleasant expression ; like the homd glare of death, 
mingling with the restless and rolling glances of insanity. 

To disturb him as little as possible by the appearance oif 
my uniform, I wrapped my cloak round me, and, seated on a 
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8t(Hie near his couch of leaves, waited until he revived so far 
as to address me. Ke&eshed by the cool draught, and in- 
vigorated by the spirit it contained, his energies were rallying 
rapidly ; yet I did not i^iink he would Hve out the night. 
The tempest that raged furiously without, made yet more im- 
pressive the silence within the tomb— a silence broken only 
by the heavy breathing and indistinct muttering of the 
sufferer. 

Sweeping over the drenched wilderness, the ram was 
poming down like a cascade on the vaulted roof of the cata- 
comb ; the swollen torrent roared over the adjacent rocks ; 
the rushing wind howled through the narrow glen, and the 
woods reverberated the rattling peals of thunder. Ever and 
anon ilie electric fLmd, sheeted the sky with livid flame, 
showing the dark masses of fleeting vapour, and lighting up 
the doorway and the broken niche uiat served for a window, 
BO as to reveal the wild landscape — ^the woods waving tumul- 
tuously like a surge, the strained trees tossing their branches 
to the blast, and the dark hills beyond, ^ose peaks the 
thunderbolts were shattering in their fury. 

The storm lulled for a moment ; and but for a moment 
only ! Ajgain the rolling thunder pealed, slowly and sublimely 
in the distance, echoing athwart the vault of heaven like 
platoons of musketry. The roar of the elements increased 
as the storm rushed onward, till at length it burst anew over 
the valley, as if to spend its concentrated fury on that lonely- 
tomb. A succession of stunning reports, each one loud as 
tiie roar of a hundred pieces of cannon, shook the dome and 
tiie walls of the tomb to their foundations ; some fragments 
of masonry fell to the earth, and I leaped towards the door, 
fearing to be buried in the falling ruin. But the tomb 
withstood the bursting tempest, as it had done thousands of 
others. 

The old man, uplifting his clasped hands and gleaming eyes 
to h^Lven, shrieked wil£y a prayer in Latin. His aspect was 
awful : he seemed the embooiea spirit of the tempest — ^which 
now died away more suddenly than it rose. The dust was 
yet falling &om the shaken roof and walls of the tomb when 
the storm ceased. 

" *Twas the voice of Grod in wrath ! ** exclaimed the hermit, 
in a firm and solemn voice. " Stranger, would that thou wert 
a priest, to imptore for me the intercession of the blessed 
Mary, mother of all compassion ! to pray with me in this 
dread hour. Prayer I prayer! much need have I of prayer, 
to soothe the terrors of my parting soul ! " 

I was deeply impressed by this appalling scene. The «fij(^\^ 
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of tHe dying man were faltering, and full of anguisli ; lie spoke 
afl if etemi^ had opened to his mental vision. 

" More than a hundred years have rolled away since I first 
looked on the light of this world — Miserere mei, JDomine I 
Sixty years only have I spent in prayer, penance, solitude, and 
mortincation of the fiesh, to atone in some degree for the 
manifold and deadly sins committed while a denizen of the 
great and wicked community of mankind. You behold a sin- 
ner," he continued, his voice rising as he proceeded — "a 
villain of no ordinary dye I A wretch, whose enormities are 
greater than sixty years of piety and repentance can atone 
lor ; long though tney have been. Centuries seem to have 
elapsed since tms dismal tomb of the wilderness first became 
the witness of my secret sorrow — since I last heard the din of 
the bad and busy world 1 How many of the brave, the 
beautiful, and the innocent have been gathered to their fathers 
in that weary time ! Generations have been bom, have lived 
their allotted span, and been called to their last account ; yet 
this guilty head has been spared. Memory, with all its 
goading torments, has never left me; though the torpid 
apathy of age and a life of solitude— sixty slowly passmg 
years spent in brooding over past horrors, and the crimes 
of early days — ^have worn and withered to the core, a heart 
which for swelling pride and ferocity had not its equal in 
Italy. Who womd think this hana had ever grasped s 
sword ?" 

He laughed like a serpent hissing, and thrust before me his 
right hand; lean, bony, and wrinkled, the large joints pzoi- 
traded beneath the thm, shrivelled skin, which revealed everr 
vein, muscle, and fibre. His skeleton form was ao covered 
with hair, that he resembled an overgrown baboon ; and as he 
regarded me with a wild and intense stare, his red and sunken 
eyes sparkled like those of a Skye terrier through the tangled 
bush of white locks overhanging them. 

" Men say I have been mad. !" he continued : "I might 
well have been so, if bodily torture and mental agony, inces- 
sant and acute, can unseat the lofty mind which alone makes 
man godlike. In this dread hour, the memories of other years 
—deeds of anger and crime, thoughts of sorrow and remorse- 
come crowding fast upon me ! miserere mei, Domine f* 
He seemed tau^ing to himself rather than to me, and ofles 
pressed his bony fingers on his sharp angu}ar temples, as if 
trying to arrange the chaos of recollections. 

" Blessed be Madonna, that she sent a fellow-mortal to wit^ 
ness these last agonies — to behold the deathbed of a sinner! 
Let its memory be treasured up in your heart — ^profit Ijf k^ 
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my son ! One death-scene such as this is better than a thou- 
sand homilies." 

(This to me, who but two days before had ridden through 
the carnage of Maida !) 

" You are young, and I am old, my son — old in years, and 
older fitUl in sin ; yet say, think you there is any hope for 
me P In another hour I shall have passed from this transient 
life to that which is eternal. What will become of my soul ? 
Will He consume me in his wrath P O Spirito Santo, thou 
alone canst answer ! I behold that flaming abyss of everlasting 
misery and woe, where there is weeping and wailing ana 
^Dashing of teeth. Is that my doom P miserere mei, 
^}omine! Mercy! pity me! speak!" 

While raving thus, he clasped my feet with the energy of 
despair ; his whole firame shook with excess of spiritual terror, 
ana his eves seemed bursting &om their sockets. Deeply 
moved, I heard him in silence, not knowing what to reply. A 
long pause ensued. 

"Holy father!" said I, when the paroxysm had passed 
away, " there is hope in the mercy of Heaven even tor the 
vilesl^ how much more for one who has passed so holy a life 
as you !" 

"Alas! alas!" he exclaimed, beating his breast, "thou 
knowest me not, my son ! And the simple peasantry who 
jregard me as a saint — even like the holy Gennaro-^know 
me not !" 

^ " Whatever may be those crimes, the recollection of which 
«D haunts you, let us hope that remorse and sincere repent- 



imce " 



; . " Blessed words ! You say truly, my son ! Hemorse and 
xepentance will do much ; but a load of guilt weighs heavy 
upon my soul. I would fain unburthen my conscience to 
thee, my son ; though the recital of my iniquities might freeze 
the marrow in your bones. Ileceive my last comession, I 
beseech thee ; for I would not go down to the grave with t^e 
reputation of a saint ; which, though given me by many, I 
merit so little !" 

Again he drank thirstily ; and raising himself into a half- 
recumbent posture, prepared to make that revelation for whidi 
my excited curiosity longed so impatiently. He was rallying 
rapidly ; his voice became fuller, and his enunciation more 
distinct and connected. He clutched my arm with an iron 
grasp, and his bleared and hollow eyes glittering with excite- 
ment, glared into mine with a searchmg and intense expression, 
which made me feel very far from comfortable. 

" You would preach to me words of peace and couA^^^a^idssc^ 

TOL. I. o 
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—peace to a tempest-tossed heart — consolalion to a soul torn 
with anguish and remorse ! You bid me hope ! Listen, then, 
to what mortal ears have never heard — the long-concealed 
secret of my life — ^the crimes of my heedless youth, and the 
sorrows of Diomida ; who, perhaps, from the side of Madonna 
in heaven, beholds this scene to-night." 

Grathering all his energies, the aged recluse commenced the 
following narration, in tiie solemn subdued tone of a con- 
trite sinner recounting his misdeeds ; recalling with a vivid- 
ness that seemed preternatural in one so near his end, the 
history of hid youth. 

His narrative was ofben interrupted by pauses, bursts of 
sorrow, and groans of remorse, ^dimitiong of pity and 
horror, pious ejaculations, and prayers for mercy. 

Exhausting as this suffering and exertion must have been, 
he seemed to gain strength as he proceeded ; as if all his 
powers return^ to accomplish this last effort ; so the flame 
of the expiring lamp bums bright for a moment ere it is 
extinguished. 



CHAPTER Xin. 

THE HEBKIT's confession. 

Of all the nobles of Venice, none enjoyed a more general 
and deserved popularity than Giulio count della Torre di 
Fana. The gayest and most gallant of cavaliers, loved by 
his friends and respected by his enemies, he was the star of 
the senate, and idol of the people. His wife was beautifol 
and virtuous ; his estates were among the richest, his 
palaces the most superb, his stud the most fleet and gracefol, 
his assemblies and gondolas the most elegant, and his gid- 
leries the most ma^iificent in Venice! What more was 
wanting to make him the happiest man in Italy P 

At the age of twenty, Count Giulio espoused Diomida, the 
niece of John di Comaro, the venerable doge, then in the 
84th year of his age ; preferring her to an heiress of lite 
powerful house of Strazoldi, to whom he had been in child- 
hood betrothed. Diomida was then in her seventeenth year, 
and her beauty, not less than her exalted rank, made her tiie 
first lady in Venice. Her mind was not inferior to htlt 
charms, which were such as man rarely looks on. O I>w>. 
mida ! even at this distant time, when the silent tomb has so 
long closed over thee — aye, even now, when looking back 
through the long, dark vista of years of horror, I can recall to 
memery thy lovely sweetness and majestic beauty,- 
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ati;ributes of tliy blood and Idgh descent, winch made thee 
the noble glory of Venetians ! 

For a time after his marriage, no man was happier than 
Count Ginlio, and no woman more loving or beloved than 
Diomida. Proud of each other, their mutual tenderness and 
devotion appeared to increase every day, and their happiness 
became a proverb among their Mends. If the count returned 
ruffled in temper by losses at the gaming-table, by debates in 
the senate, by any obstruction opposed to the passage of his 
gondola on tne canal, or his train on the steps of the Eialto, 
the soft voice and gentle smile of Diomida were sure to 
soothe his fiery spirit — which was easily chafed by trifles into 
a fury. At the sound of her voice, or the pressure of her 
little hand, the gloom vanished &om his haughty brow, and 
the annoyance was forgotten ; Diomida was formed for love 
and delight, and an^er fled from her presence. The count 
doted on the noble girl whom he had taEen to his bosom, and 
enthroned m his palace ; his afieotion had no equal save her 
own. His innocent bride was supremelv happy, — giddy with 
joys that were too bfright to last. Sue saw not the storm 
tliat was gathering in the distance, and which, urged by the 
power of her evil genius, was so soon to overwhelm her. 

The young count di Strazoldi — who had been serving under 
Zondodari, grand master of Malta, and had gained consider- 
able renown in the war against the Ottoman Porte — arrived 
in Yenice, six monl^ after Giulio, at the altar of Sta. Maria 
deUa Salute, had placed on the bright tresses of Diomida that 
coronet which ought to have adorned the sister of StrazoldL 

lake all the Venetian nobles, the count di Strazoldi was 
fierce, haughty, and infatuated vrith his family rank ; and 
being naturally of a libertine disposition, his residence among 
the knights of San Giovanni— whose loose mode of life is pro- 
veibial — did not improve his morals. The wild cavaliers and 
reckless military spirits with whom he had associated, in the 
garrisons of La Valetta and MeHta, had altogether destroved 
the Httle sense of honour which a Venetian education had 
left uncorrupted ; and he returned a perfi^ct devil in heart, 
though assuming the frank air of a soldier, and the graceftd 
manners of an accomplished cavalier. When flushed with 
wine, however, his features had a stem erpression, and his 
restless eyes a daring look, that quiet men shrunk from ; and 
he then looked more like a debauched and brutal bravo than 
* polished Venetian gentleman. 

Xucretia, his sister, to whom La Torre had preferred the 
fieutle and timid Diomida, was the most imperious and 
Ssoghty signoiFa iathe dwHij, — notwithstandixk^t>lE^crL.<3^;£t3sAy^ 

Q 2 
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Boftness imparted to her brilliant charms by the Lombardo 
blood of her race. Fired at the preference of La Torre for 
the beautiful Comaro, her love turned to the deadliest hatred, 
and she demanded of her brother Stefano to challenge La 
Torre to a duel on the E>ialto. But Count Strazolm was 
tired of fighting ; he had seen enough of it under the banner 
of Malta, and in the valley of the demons in Sicily, imder the 
marquis de Leda, and was not disposed hastily to enter into 
this feud at the behest of his incensed sister. 

" Patience and peace," said he, with a grim smile, " I will 
anon avenge you more surely and amply." 

He had met the count della Torre at the Dogale palace, at 
the gaming-houses, and other public places, and foimd him a 
gay, agreeable young man, upon whose generosity and frank- 
ness of heart he had little doubt of miposing ; and from 
whose princely revenue he hoped to repay himself for the 
ducats he had sq^uandered in the Turkish wars, and among 
his wild companions at Malta and Gozzo. The count dcUa 
Torre was in turn pleased with the gay and fashionable 
manners of the hollow-hearted Stefano Strazoldi, — who first 
gained his esteem by losing some hundred sequins with an 
air of imconcem, and performing a few pretended acts of 
friendship. Strazoldi afterwards won me admiration of 
Della Torre, by relating the battles, sieges, and fierce con- 
tests by sea and land in which he had borne a conspicuous 
part, whilst serving under Zondodari and the grand cross 
Antonio Manuel de Yilhena, who, on the death of the former, 
succeeded him in the office of grand master. 

Although La Torre made a constant companion of the dis- 
solute Stefano, and dissipated his patrimony in gay entertain- 
ments, he had more prudence than to invite him to his palace. 
His unhappy countess mourned in lonehness the sad change 
in the manners of her husband,— who, led astray from the 
path of honour, spent whole days at the gaming-house, and 
nights at the cafe or the cantina. He associated also with 
other reckless spirits, to whom Strazoldi introduced him, in 
visiting those thrifty mothers who had rising families of 
daughters, and who were anxious to procure them dowries 
according to the infamous custom of that abandoned city. In 
short. Count Giulio was no longer the same man he haa been, 
and days passed without his crossing the threshold of his wife's 
apartment. Poor Diomida ! this terrible change sank deeply 
in her heart. When during the day her husband at times 
visited the palace, it was only to extort money from his 
terrified steward, who warned him in vain that tne splendid 
revenue of his estates was miserably impaired. But palled 
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with excesses, jaded in spirit, and morose witli losses, such 
answers only chafed the count into a tempest of rage ; and 
the steward was glad to raise the gold, bv having recourse to 
Isaac, the famous Jew-broker on vie !Bialto. 

Seldom now did he look on the pale face of his once-loved 
Diomida, whose silent sorrow — she was too gentle to upbraid 
— passed unheeded. Her grief was increased to agony when 
she learned that in the society of her dangerous rival 
Lucretia, the coimt now spent the most of his time ; the 
passers-by shrugged their shoulders when they beheld the 
vast facade of the palazzo della Torre so silent, gloomy, and 
dark — having the air of a deserted mansion — ^whue the 
gorgeous pa£zzi of the Strazoldi, the Cornaro, the Balbi, and 
other nobles, were blazing with Hght, and brilliant with| 
festive assemblies. 

One evening, full of sad thoughts, Diomida sat in her bou- 
doir alone ; alas ! she was now seldom otherwise. Her cheek 
was pale ; the slight roseate tin^e that once sufiused it had 
fled, and the lustre of her eye haa faded. Long weeping and 
pining in secret were destroying that fresh bloom which ren- 
aerea her the most admired of all Venetian beauties, and the 
pride of the venerable doge, her uncle. Her books, em- 
broidery, and guitar were dl neglected ; and she sat moodily 
in her dimly-hghted room, watching in despairing anxiety for 
the tread of her husband (whom for four days she had not 
seen), and weeping for the past joys of their early marriage 
days. 

As she listened, step after step rang in the adjacent streets, 
and heavy spurs jangled beneath the paved arcades ; other 
men were passing to their homes, but the count returned not 
to his ; and the thoroughfares gradually became silent and 
empt^. The clock in the marble cupola of Santa Maria 
tolled the hour of midnight, and the countess bowed down 
her fair head in wretchedness : she knew that her husband 
would be absent for another night, and she would rather have 
known that he was dead than in company with her trium- 
phant rival, or damsels of still more dou btfiu fame. She was 
about to summon her attendants previous to retiring, when 
the dash of oars broke the silence of the canal, and a gondola 
jarred wi^ hollow sound on the steps of Istrian marble, lead- 
ing from the portals of the palace. A flush of hope glowed 
on the paUia cheek of Diomida, and listening intently, she 
pressed her hand on her fluttering heart. In breathless ex- 
pectation she paused, listening to the measured tread of 
manly footsteps approaching, marked by the ring of silver 
spurs on the tesBellated floor of hall and N«ti^X&Q\.«« «c^ "^ 
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sword clattering in Tinison» as the wearer ascended the lo^ 
stairs by three steps at a time. A hand cased in a long hw 
glove drew back the ancient hangings of the doorway — 

" Giulio ! Ginlio— beloved one — you have not quite for- 
gotten me !" exclaimed Diomida, in piercing accents, as she 
sprang forward to embrace her truant husband. She was 
cau^t in the arms of Stefano Strazoldi ! 

" JSxceUent, my beautifdl idol !" he exclaimed, pressing the 
sinking girl to his breast ; " you are somewhat free for a &se*B 
niece, but not the less welcome to a joyous cavalier, tired of 
the tunid Ionian girls, and copper-coloured nymphs of Malta, 
with their cursea Arabic tongues !" and he laughed boiste- 
rously. His broad- j)lumed hftt placed on one side of his 
I head, revealed the sinister aspect of his face, now flushed with 
wine and premeditated insolence ; his cloak, doublet, and rich 
sword-belt were all awry, and Diomida beheld with dismay 
that he staggered with intoxication. 

** I thought you were the Count Giulio, my husband," said 
Diomida, shrinking back with horror; for she could not look 
upon Strazoldi, the destroyer of her domestic peace, other- 
wise than as an accomplished demon. 

*' Unhand me, my lord !" she added indignantly. " I am a 
lady of noble birth, and shall not be treated thus with 
impunity l" 

" Nay 1" exclaimed Stefano ; " do not ruffle your temper, 
sweet lady : our married dames of Yenice heed little when 
their cheeks are pressed by other lips than those of their liege 
lords. Why, my beautiful idol ! thou art as coy and enchant- 
ing as Ebninalamondana, the fairest prisstess of Yenus " 

" Lofamous I" exclaimed the struggling countess, trembling 
with terror and indignation. *' Darest thou name such in my 
presence P" 

" Aye, in presence of Madonna ; and why not to thee P" 

" I am the daughter of Paolo Comaro, the first of our 
Yenetian cavaliers, before whose galley the bravest ships of 
the Mussulmen have fled. Alas! were he now alive, I had 
not been thus at thy mercy 1 Unhand me, Count Strazoldi ! 
Away, ruffian " 

" The prettiest little chatterbox in Yenice !" said the count 
gaily. " But enough of this ! Xnow that your loving lord 
and master has assigned you to me, for the sum of three thou- 
sand sequins, fairly won from him an hour ago at cards, in 
the house of the Mondana ; therefore art thou mine, signora, 
as this paper will testify." The swaggering libertine grasped 
firmer the shrinking girl with one hand, while with the omer 
he displayed a. paper, to which she saw with horror Giulio's 
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name attaclied. A elance senred to inform her that the con- 
tents were such as ner assailant had described them to be* 
La Torre, intoxicated with wine, and maddened by losses, 
had staked and lost his beantifal wife for the sum of three 
thousand seouins, to his reckless companion ; who, hurrying 
away &om tne side of La Mondaoa, threw himself into his 
gondola, and reaching the palace of the countess, had ascended 
to her apartment by the private stair, the key to the entrance 
of which he had obtamed fi*om the deprayed husband. 
Diomida trembled with shame and indignation, and would 
have swooned ; but the reroltinff expression in the gloating 
eyes of Strazoldi, inspired her with the courage of desperation ; 
sne shrieked wildly, inyokinff the Madonna to protect her, as 
Stefano, inflamed by her oeauty, and encouraged by her 
he^essness, was proceeding to greater violence. 

" Peace, pretty fool," he exclaimed in a hoarse whisper, " or 
I will twist this scarf round your throat, as I have done to 
many a less noisy damsel in the land of iiie Turk and Greek. 
Sformato ! have I not gained you fairly at faro from yonr 
husband, and offered mm my sister Lucretia in exchange P 
Silence, woman ! wouldst thou force me to gag thee with my 
poniard ! Beware, 'tis of Campoforte." The ruffian laughed 
fiercely, and grasped her with a stem air of determination^ 
while she redoubled her despairing cries for assistance. But, 
alas! the palace was empiy now; and the few attendants 
sleeping in the basement heard her not. She was about to 
sink £rom exhaustion, when steps were heard springing up 
the private staircase. She exclaimed with passionate joy— 

" *Tis the coimt ! 'tis my husband ! O Giulio, save your 
once-loved Diomida, before she expires at your feet !" 

It was not La Torre, but a tall and nchly-clad cavalier, 
wearing the uniform of the Dalmatian ^aar(&, and having a 
black velvet mask on his face, as if he ha^ just left a masque- 
rade. 

" Draw, Count Stefano ! UngaUant ruffian ! whose vices 
in peace obscure all the brilliant feats performed in war. 
Defend yourself.'* 

Strazoldi drew promptly, while Diomida, overcome, sank 
upon a sofa almost lifeless. 

Fierce was the conflict that ensued between the cavaliers, 
who were both armed with those long narrow-bladed and 
basket-hilted rapiers, then usually worn oy Italian gentlemen. 
Strazoldi, brave to excess, fought as resolutely ia a Dad cause, 
as he could have done in a good one, and the stranger was 
compelled to put forth his best skill. Both were perfect mas- 
ters of their weapons ; but Strazoldi had youth and «j^3ii^ 
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in bis fayoiir. While Ids antagonist managed his sword with 
all the stern deliberation and coolness of a practised duellist, 
the fierce Stefano lunged forward, thrusting furiously, until 
by a sudden circular parry, his weapon was struck from his 
hand, and whirled up to the frescoed ceiling. His adversary 
rushed upon him, beat him to the floor, and placing a foot 
upon his neck, commanded him to ask pardon or die. 

" Of the countess I ask pardon most assuredly, but not of 
you !" replied the vanquished libertine, panting with rage. 
** Strike, whoever you are ! Stefano di Strazoldi — who has 
ridden through the thickest battalions of the Turks, and 
planted the standard of Manuel de Y ilhena on the summit of 
the Castello Boso— will never ask mercy of mortal man !" 

" I esteem you brave among all the nobles of Venice ; and, 
reckless libertine and ruffian as you are, would regret tonlay 
you. Once more, I a^k, will Count Stefano of Strazoldi 
yield P" 

" Never !" 

** Not to me?" 

" No ; not were you the doge himself." 

" That shall be proved," repHed his conqueror, removing 
his velvet mask, and revealing the noble features of the 
venerable John Comaro ; his brow contracted and stem, and 
his large dark eyes flashing with anger and indignation. 

" Oh, spare liim, spare him, guilty though he be !" ex- 
claimed the countess. 

" You know me, Count Strazoldi, and will not scorn to beg 
life as a boon at the hand of your doge P" 

"Doge or devil! Di Strazoldi will never submit to any 
such humiliation," replied the reckless cavalier, startled, but 
not abashed, on discovering his conqueror to be the illustrious 
uncle of Diomida. " Strike ! illustrissimo, but keep me not 
in a position so degrading !" 

Cornaro raised his hand, yet stayed the impending thrust, 
and spared his adversary. 

" Rise, signor ; receive your sword, and learn to use it in a 
better cause than the defence of guilt and outrage. Kise and 
begone ! John Comaro can respect bravery even in a ruffian. 
Away ! but remember this afiair ends not here. Both with 
Count Giulio and yourself a stem reckoning must be made. I 
swear by San Marco ! that this right hand, which never 
suffered insult to pass unrevenged or wrong unpunished^ 
shall, without appeal to council or to senate, redress most 
amply the outrage offered to the child of my brother. 
Wretch ! save sudi as you, every man in Venice wonld have 
respected the daughter of Paolo Comaro, the bravest admiral 
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that ever led the fleets of our republic to battle. Begone to 
the infamous Giulio ! You know his haunts, at the house of 
Signora Elmina, or any other bordello, where he wastes his 
ducats and his days. Let him know of this night's work, and 
tell him to dread the Tengeance of John Comaro 1" 

Strazoldi retired covered with confusion. The tall and im- 
posing form of the venerable doge, whose breast swelled with 
anger, and whose eyes kindled with indignation, made h\rt\ 
quail. Fierce and profligate as he was, Stefano knew that he 
was wrong ; and his natural efirontery failed him before the 
virtuous wrath of the incensed doge, whose generosity added 
a sting to this stem rebuke. Leaving Diomida, who had 
swooned, to the care of her women, Comaro departed ; re- 
solving to call the count della Torre, and his unworthy 
cousin Strazoldi, to a severe account at a future time. But 
the doge returned to his palace only to sicken and to die ; the 
excitement of that night s conflict caused a relapse of a dan- 
gerous illness, which iStimately carried him to the grave. Of 
that more anon. 

From that time the dissolute husband of Diomida gave 
himself up to the most licentious excesses ; setting no bounds 
to his desires and outrages : his days were consumed in enimi 
and gloom, the nights were spent in carousal and riot. When 
he promenaded the streets, or his swifl gondola shot through 
ihe canals, all women of modesty shrui£ from his gaze, and 
drew down their veils ; while noble cavaliers pitied the wild 
young profligate who was rushing headlong to ruin, dissipating 
a princely patrimony, and blighting the ancestral honours of 
a noble name. 

Giulio now shunned entirely the presence of the heart- 
broken Diomida, though often his palace resounded with the 
noise and tumult of reckless companions, the principal of 
whom was his evU genius Count Strazoldi. 

It was rumoured in Venice that the beautiful, but vicious 
Lucretia, had too readily favoured the addresses of Count 
Giulio, and that her brother had been rendered both blind 
Und dumb by a present of many thousand sequins. Their 
amours were the common topic of the day, and ribald impro- 
visitori of the lowest class sang of their intrigues to the 
rabble on the Eialto, the Piazza of St. Mark, and all the public 
places of the city. Poor Diomida clasped her hands, and 
prayed to heaven for succour when she heard of these things ; 
she was sinking fast, yet stDl fondly hoped that Giulio might 
see the error of his ways, and learn to love her as of old. 

Could the wretched count have beheld his pale and sufiering 
wife during one of her many dreary hours of silent and lonely 
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anguish, His heart, unless lost to every sense of honour, must 
have been wrung within him; he would have been struck 
with remorse to behold the misery he had wrought for one 
80 young and so beautiM — so loving and so patient ; an angel 
of neaven, compared with the demon of wickedness to which 
he had transformed himself. 

But the count never saw her now. With his cousin, the 
abandoned Lucretia, and her equally abandoned brother, or 
with Elmina la Mandona, the most beautiful courtezan in 
Venice, he lived a life of debauchery and extravagance, tiH 
his coffers were drained, his retinue dismissed, lus horses 
sold, and his estates, pictures, libraries, jewels, and plate had 
all mjgjted away like snow in the sunshine. The grass grew 
in the stable court, where the stall collars of sixtv steeds had 
rattled in his father's days ; weeds and flowers nourished on 
the palace walls without, and spiders spun their webs undis-' 
turbed on the gilded columns and gorgeous frescoes within ; 
even the once gay gondola, that bore ttie crest of his house 
on its prow, lay unused and rotting in the Grrand CanaL His 
exhausted finances would not now admit of his giving splen- 
did entertainments to gay beauties at their own houses, or 
musical f^tes on the moonlit water ; he no longer reclined in 
glittering gondolas, gorgeous with rich hangmgs, redolent 
with the perfume of flowers, and ringing witn laughter, the 
music of lutes, and the voices of Elmina and her companions, 
as they glided along the winding canals of Venice, after every 
other sound in the ci^ was hushed. 

After an absence ot some months from his home, the count 
one night returned; but how accompanied? He brought 
with him Elmina, and a troop of her companions, who again 
filled the once desolate palace with riot and disorder, and 
penetrating even to the private apartments of the imhappy 
coimtess, msulted her so grossly, that she rushed out m 
sorrow and terror into the streets. 

** O, Girolamo, my brother, hadst thou been here, instead 
of sleeping on the field of Francavilla, thy unfortunate sister 
had not been brought to this ! " was the exclamation of tiie 
poor wanderer, as she abandoned her once happy home at 
midnight, and, accompanied only by one aged domestic, set 
out for Nuovale, the last of their country viUas which the 
spendthrift had left unsold. 

She might have complained of her wrongs to the good doge 
her uncle ; but he was bowed down with sickness, age, and 
infirmities, brought on by his wounds received in the wars of 
the republic, and increased by troubles arising fivom the in- 
trigues of proud and plotting Venetian nobles. She wished 
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not to add to his distress by a recapitolation of Her own ; but 
Loped that, by snfirerinff in silence, time would bring about a 
change, for sne yet cherished the idea that her still-loved 
Giulio mi^t again return her affection. But, alas for 
Diomida ! time brought no change to happiness for her. 

Forgotten and forsaken, she nved in tne utmost seclusion 
and retirement ; while her husbaud continued his career of 
riot, g^cty, and dissipation at Venice, with his cousin Lucre- 
tia. lliat most beautiful but abandoned woman, seemed to 
rejoice in thus openly triumphing over her married and vir- 
tuous rival; butner wicked ends were not yet accomplished. 
She had long resolved that Diomida should be destroyed, and 
that the count should become her own : a terrible climax was 
&st approaching. 

It was soon whispered abroad by the scandalous tale-bearers 
of the city, that for most imperative reasons, the Signora 
Strazoldi had retired to a solitsuy villa on the Brenta, accom- 

Sanied by her mother, the old countess ; who in her younger 
ays had been equally infamous for her intrigues and dissi- 
pated life. Meanwhile Count Stefano, to preserve appear- 
ances, challenged Delia Torre to a duel in tne Piazza of St. 
Mark at noon. But other means were to be taken, and the 
cavaliers never came to the encounter. 

Bewitched by the beauty of the artful Lucretia, tormented 
by her tears and reproaches, and stung by ike taunts of her 
mother, and the threats of the boisterous and fierce Stefano» 
Count Griulio thirsted, with all the avarice of a miser, to re- 
plenish his exhausted exchequer with the yet unimpaired 
lortune of his cousin. Yielding to all these baneful impidses, 
he ccmcerted the destruction of the unhappy Diomida ; smking 
his soul yet deeper in misery and crime. The honour of 
the Signora Lucretia was to be fully restored on her public 
espousal by the count della Torre. Descended from one of 
the most ancient of the twelve electoral families, he now 
found himself obliged to wed a daughter of his uncle by 
marriage, who ranked only in the third class of the Venetian 
nobility, and whose name had been enrolled in the " Golden 
Book" for a few thousand sequins^ required in some of the 
pressing emergaicies of the republic. 

It was arranged iliat ^e young countess should be mur- 
dered while her uncle John Cfamaro, laid on a couch of pain 
and sickness, was imable to avert or avenge her fate. Elmina 
la Mondana was employed by Coimt Giuho to be the assassin, 
and she departed from v enice with ample bribes and instruc- 
tions from Lucretia and her mother. Accompanied by Count 
StefiuLO, she reached Nuovale in diBguise^ uia ^«a \i^(XQ^cQ£fe^ 
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alone into tlie sleeping apartment of Diomida, when tHe latter 
was preparing to retire to bed. The aspect of this fair young 
girl — perishing under the lingering agony of a breaking heart 
and a wounded spirit, tortured by the reflection of a Ufe lost 
and a love misplaced — ^raised no pity in the bosom of the 
cruel Mondana, who marked, with heartless exultation, that 
the roundness of the stately form of the wronged wife was 
gone, her cheek pallid as death, and her eyes glassy and 
colourless. 

"Pity me, gracious countess!" whined the treacherous 
Mondana, grasping a concealed pistol, while she bowed 
humbly before her victim ; " I am a poor woman whose hus- 
band was a trooper, and served under the brave Girolamo 
Comaro, in the wars of the count di Merci, and was slain 
in battle by his side on that unhappy day in the Yal di 
Demona. ' 

" Poor woman !'* said the countess, touched by her tears ; 
" and what would you with me P" 

" Charity, if it please you, gracious lady. I have heard that 
none sue a boon in vain of the beautiful Diomida, whose heart 
is so compassionate." 

" I have had more than my ovm share of woe in this bad and 
bitter world, even though I have barely seen my eighteenth 
year," replied the poor girl, sighing deeply, with an air 
of pity and dejection that would have touched the heart of 
any one not wholly depraved. " All who have served with 
my beloved Girolamo, on that fatal fleld, are welcome to me. 
And so you say your husband was a trooper, poor woman P" 

"A soldier who did good service against the enemy, as this 
letter from the ColoneUo Comaro to the count di Merci can 
sufficiently prove." 

" Por my brother's sake, I wiU cherish the memory of this 
poor Italian soldier, and befriend thee as his widow. iBest this 
night at the villa Nuovale, and to-morrow you shall be properly 
provided for. Meanwhile, I would fain look on the letter of 
my brother Girolamo." Throwing on her laced night-robe, 
and confining withm a gauze caul tke luxuriant tresses of her 
golden hair, the unsuspecting girl drew near a lamp to peruse 
the pretended letter ; when £unina, taking advantage of the 
moment, levelled a pistol at the gentle hetul of Diomida, and 
£red. But the muzzle dropped, and the ball passed through 
the body of the countess, who sank at the feet of her mur- 
deress with a shriek, while her life blood flowed in a crimson 
current, deluging the beautiful bosom, whiter than marble of 
Paros. 

Struck with horror the moment she committed this fright- 
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M act, Elmina fled to her guilty parapionr, Count Stefano, 
"who had been watching impatiently beneath the window of 
tlie apartment. On learning that Diomida was only wounded, 
he rushed up stairs to complete her destruction ; and in a 
transport of in^iriated malignity, stabbed her with his poniard, 
imtil ner bosom became a shapeless mass, so horribly was it 
mangled. 

Masked like a bravo, with his broad hat flapping over his 
eyes, Stefano cut his way through those whom the uproar had 
assembled, and who, though disposed to bar his passage, 
slunnk from his bloody hand and formidable figure. He re- 
jdbed Elmina, whom he also destroyed by a blow of his poniard, 
to prevent her betrajal of him ; and aller flinging her body 
iaio the Brenta, which flowed past the walls of N uovale, he 
was conveyed back to Venice in a gondola. To Giulio and his 
accomplices at the palace of Strazoldi, he displayed his bloody 
poniard and the marriage ring of Diomida, as tokens that 
she was now no more, llien, tor the flrst time, was the con- 
science of Count Giulio touched with compunction at the sight 
of that little golden symbol ; his mind reverted in agony to the 
hour of his espousals before the altar of Santa Maria, when he 
had placed this ring on the flnger of Diomida, his loving and 
beloved bride. How had he fulfilled the solemn vow of those 
nnptials P 

^ut the deed was done, and the wedding-ring of Diomida 
l^litteredin the hand of her relentless rival ; who regarded it 
frith eyes which, bright and beajitiful though they were> 
sparkled with triumphant malice and revengefm joy. 

" The ring is here, and we want but the priest to mumble 
Latin and so finish the night with a proper bridal," said the 
ruffian Stefano, in tones husky with fatigue, as he quafled a 
sparkling draught of wine. Giulio felt a stifling sensation in 
his throat, and his heart beat wildly. 

"Think you, I will be wed with the ring of Diomida 
Oomaro P" exclaimed Lucretia;, scornfully. " Perish the 
bauble with the hand that wore it !" and thus saying she cast 
the trinket into the canal that flowed dark and silently benea,tb 
the windows of the palace. The fair image of his gentle wife 
. zose vividly before Coimt Giulio at this moment, and he shrank 
with loathmg from the side of Lucretia ; regarding her brother 
with a horror which he could scarcely repress, as his hand 
involuntarily sought the hilt of his poniard. 

Strazoldi noted his agitation, but knowing that taunts or 
threats would only be fuel to the fire that was smouldering in 
his heart, he called for wine; and Giulio drank deeply ta 
drown remembrance. The juice of the grape, and the caresses 
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of the fascinating Locretia, soon made him forget for a time ; 
sad the night was eiven to rereliy, and the formation of plans 
to cast the guilt of Diomida's murder on the banditti of the 
hills or the bravoes of Yenioe. Sat they were miserably 
deoeiyed. 

Morning came, and with it horror, dread, and doubt — ^to 
the unhappy Giulio at least ; his cousin and adviser, Count 
Stefano, was a yillain too hardened to feel compunction at 
having murdered a woman whose life was an obstacle to the 
accomplishment of any purpose of his. Morning came, and 
rumour with her thousand yenomed tongues had poisoned the 
ears of all Yenice with the hideous tidings. The church Delia 
Salute was hungwitii black, the bells of San Marco tolled a 
knell, and tiie banner bearing the winged lion of the republic 
himg half-hoisted on the ramparts of the ducal palace. 

That night a gondola deft the bright waters of the Canal di 
Ctiudeca, conyeymgtheterrifiedandguiltyftigitiyesfromYemce; 
gold strengthened anew the arms of the sturdy ^ndolieri, 
as they tore on through the foaming sea. Meanwhile, an en- 
raged mob had eiyen the palaces of counts della Torre and 
Strazoldi to iJie flames ; a lurid li^t irom these blazing piles 
^one on the domes and spires of Venice, on the long hues of 
magnificent edifices, and the canals that wind between them. 
As the hum of the multitude died away on the night wind, and 
the fugitives saw the dty grow dim and vanish behind the 
northern islets of the itdi^me, their guilty hearts beat less 
fearfully. liomazar reeewed them, and the heads of their 
fleet Barbary horses were turned towards the Austrian fron- 
tier ; that day they rode sixty miles without drawing bridle. 
They forced their norses to swim the Piove and Livenza, even 
though the deep broad currents of these rivers were unusually 
flwolkn by floods rushing down from the mountains of tiie 
Tyrol, laden with shattered pines and terrible with rolling 
stones and fidling rocks. But .on — on ! was the cry ; for fierce 
pursuers were bSiind. Fifty cavaliers, the flower of the young 
nobles, with a squadnm oi the Dalmatian guard, foUowea 
them with headlong speed. 

Belgrado and Latisana opened their gates to these guilty 
<mes ; but they wero still forced to ffy, goading on their 
sinking steeds wiiii spur and poniard. Lucretia and the 
€ount^s her mother were fiunt with &tigne ; the horses were 
failing fast, and the mountains of Carinthia were yet far dis- 
tant ; while the passiuff breeze brought to their ears tiie blast 
of a trumpet ; its souna was their knell, for their pursuers kept 
on th^ trade like Cyabrian bloodhounds. 
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Finding it impossible to csross the frontier, they threw them- 
selres into the tower of Fana, a baronial hold of Count Giulio, 
near Gradiska, one of the strongest garrison towns in Aus- 
trian Friuli. On this impregQame castle, perched on a rode 
OYerhanging the fertile vall^ watered by the Isonza, Giulio 
hoisted his standard ; but his half-Sclavonian, half-German 
Tassals mustered unwillingly beneath it, when the^ found a 
siege was to be endured ; i^e cavaliers from Venice, having in- 
vested it on every side, resolved to exterminate this infamous 
family. 

Empowered by letters from the doge, the Venetians ob- 
tained the assiitanoe of the count di Lanthiri, grand bailiff 
of Friuli, who raised all his military followers in arms, together 
with the vassals of the duchy. In addition to these, a regiment 
of Austrian infrmtry was brought from Gradiska by its £puty- 
govemor, the brave baron di Fina, knight of Garinthia and 
the Golden Stole— an order which none but the noblest 
Venetians wear. 

The castle was enearded, and a trench thrown up to cut off 
all conmmnication with the surrounding country, while a 
strong force of Austrians guarded the opposite bank of the 
Isanza, to prevent escape ; a needless precaution, as the rock 
on whidi the fortress stood descended sheer down to the 
river manv hundred feet below, where foaming over in a white 
cascade, the stream rushed in boiBn^ eddies round crags and 
promontories, as it hurried on to hide its waters in the Gulf 
of Trieste. 

Stefano di Strazoldi was roused to the utmost pitch of 
ferocity of which the peculiarly excitable temperament of an 
Italian is susceptible, when he beheld the fortress environed : 
he resolved on a vigorous defence, and resorted to all those 
military tactics which he had acquired when serving under 
the grand-master Zondodari. The unhappy Giulio, finding 
that no alternative was left bul^to die bravely sword in han^ 
or perish ignominiously on the scaffold, gathered a fierce 
courage from despair, and assisted in the defence of the walls 
with an energy which drew forth many a boisterous encomium 
from Stefano, who seemed quite in his element when the 
castle rocked to its base with the discharge and recoil of its 
artillery ; he swaggered from place to place, blustering and . 
swearing ; dividing tiie time between draining deep flagCMig 
in the hidl, and urging the defence of the garrison. iDia 
sturdy Sclavonian vassals of Fana, though terrified at behold- 
ing the displayed standard of the grand bailiff, and seeing 
that the assailants wore his livery and the Austrian i m^f'^^'^f 
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did terrible execution among the Sclavonian vassals of Fana. 
These infatuated men were appalled by the fall of Strazoldi, 
whose activity and presence of mind had conspired, more, 
perhaps, than the count's authority, to animate them during 
their desperate and rebellious resistance. They were com- 
pelled to yield before the headlong rush of their infhriated 
assailants ; and in ten minutes the banner of Count Giulio 
was pulled down, torn to shreds, and given to the winds ; he 
himself was heavily ironed, and despatdied, with his mutilated 
associate in crime, under an Austrian escort, to the strong 
citadel of Gradiska ; while his castle, lands, and followers, 
were given up to pillage and devastation by Lanthiri. 

Dunng the fury of the siege, the miserable Lucretia, over- 
come wim terror and remorse, and the fatigue of her rapid 
flight, was prematurely delivered of a son. The fierce Lan- 
thuri, regardless of the tears, sighs, and agony of the desolate 
mother, ordered the child to be cast into the Isonza ; but the 
more humane di Fina, a veteran of the count di Merci*s wars, 
directed that the infant should be placed in the monastery of 
San Baldassare, in Friuli, where there was a lantern for the 
reception of foundlings. 

On finding himself a fettered captive in the gloomy 
dungeons of Gradiska, Strazoldi became furious wim rage 
and almost insane, through the conflicting emotions of love 
for his sister, sorrow for her dishonour, and shame for the 
dark blot which crime had cast for ever on their family name. 
Cursing Lucretia and her amours, his mother and himself, he 
tore the bandages from his woiuids, and bled to death. Count 
Giidio, who was confined in the same vault, beheld with stem 
composure the life-blood of his companion ebbing away, with- 
out offering aid. Thus, in a fearful paroxysm of mental and 
bodily agony, the soul of the fierce Stefano passed into 
eternity. 

Lucretia and her equally wicked mother were placed in a 
Calabrian convent. Delia Torre was ordered by the senate 
to be brought to Venice, where his name was erased from the 
pages of the " Golden Book," which contains the arms and 
names of all the nobles of the state. His participation in 
the assassination of John Comaro's niece, and his rebeUion 
against the bailiff of Friuli, were the climax to all his other 
excesses, which his enemies now exaggerated, until they were 
regarded as of tenfold enormity. The people, once more 
rismg in a mob, demolished such ruins of his palace as the 
fire had left ; and, tearing the very foundations from the earth, 
set up instead a column of infamy, to mark the spot to all 
succeeding ages. 

VOL. I. H 
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In custody of the common Leadsman, — a black-browed 
ruffian, with naked arms, blood-red garb, and gUttering axe,— 
Delia Torre entered Yenice ; only three days after the vene- 
rable Comaro, weighed down with the cares of state, with 
age, infirmity, and sorrow, departed in peace at the palace of 
Saint Mark. His body was embalmed, and laid for the 
allotted time on a bed of state, covered with cloth of gold ; 
his sword girt on the wrong side, and his spurs having the 
rowels pointed towards the toes, — such being the usual man- 
ner of arraying the doges, when, after death, their bodies 
are laid out to be viewed by the knights and nobles of the 
repubhc. 

Forgetful of the illustrious dead, all Venice rang with the 
shouts of " Hail to the new Doge Alviso Mocenigo !'* prove- 
ditor-general at sea, and commander in Dalmatia, whom the 
ffreat chancellor was conveying to his coronation. The mass 
del Spirito Santo was sung m the cathedral of the patron 
saint, Marco. Its vast dome, upheld by nearly three hxmdred 
columns of marble and porphyry, towering like an eastern 
pagoda, and brilliant with alabaster and emeralds, the spK)il of 
Tmed Constantinople, reverberated to the holy anthem within, 
and the joyous bursts of loyalty without. Amidst the clan- 
gour of bells and the shouts of the people, the new doge em- 
barked in a magnificent gondola, covered with a canopy of 
velvet and sold, and decorated with the banners of the kmghts 
of the Groloen Stole and St. Mark the Glorious. Onward it 
moved, amid beating of drums, braying of tnmipets, the 
booming of artillery, and the acclamations of the pec^le, 
towards the palazzo di San Marco, followed by two hundred 
gondolas, bearinig the standards of noble families, and sur- 
rounded by the gleaming bayonets and halberds of the Dalma- 
tians, the Sclavonians, and other battalions of the Venetian 
capeUetti. 

The two great pillars, surmounted by gigantic lions, which 
formerly stood on the Piraeus of Athens, and now erected in 
the arsenal of Yenice, were enveloped in garlands of flowers 
and floating streamers ; two hundred cannon thundered forth 
a salute from the banks of the Grand Canal, while the ships 
and galleys replied by broadsides in honour of Alviso. The 
nobles were escorting the new doge to that lordly dome from 
which but an hour before the superb catafalco bearing the 
remains of his aged predecessor had departed. Scattering 

§old among the people, the Do^e Alviso, ascended the Giant's 
taircase, on the summit of ^i^ch he was invested with the 
ducal robe and bonnet, studded with precious stones. After 
which, the most noble Angelo Maria Malipierro, senior of 
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the forty-one electors, made an oration to Alviso and Ms 
people. 

Ami d tHs scene of joy and splendour — ^to wluch the bright 
meridian sun of a glorious summer day lent additional 
charms, spire and tower gleaming in its golden light, and the 
long vistas of the sinuous canals (where not shadowed by the 
gigantic palaces) shining like mirrors of polished gold*- 
Giulio dcQla Torre, who never again could partake of these 
festivities, stood an outcast felon, fettered and in rags, by 
the column of infamy that marked the site of his detested 

Salace. I^ever did he feel the bitter agony of merited humi- 
ation so much as at that moment, when the doge's splendid 
train, glittering with all the pomp of wealth and nobility, 
swept through the marble arcn of the Kialto. 

ITiere is no crime, however foul, for which gold wiU not 
procure a pardon, both from church and state, m Italy ; but 
Count Giulio was a beggar, without even one quattrino. 
Those who now possessed his viUas and castles — Shaving 
either purchased them in the days of his mad extravagance, 
or holding them from Aloceniffo on his forfeiture— were 
loudest in his condemnation ; although his hands were yet 
unstained by blood, and he had been the dupe of a beautiful 
but vicious woman and the unwitting tool of a desperate 
debauchee. In the solitude of the horrible piombi, he had 
ample time to reflect on the insanity of his career, and to 
repent : he wept for Diomida, and beat his head against his 
dungeon-walls, in the extremitv of his agony. He endured 
all the pangs of remorse and self-reproach ; and looking back 
to that proud eminence on which he had so lately stood, 
admired, honoured, and beloved, — a position to wnich the 
talents of his lugh-bom ancestors had raised him, and his 
then virtues entiued him, — ^Diomida, the gentle, the suffering, 
and beautifrd, arose vividly before him, gashed by the dagger 
of Strazoldi. Then his reason tottered, and he longed for 
death to relieve him of his misery. 

The new doge, Alviso Mocenigo, remembering an old 
grudge he bore Count Giulio, showed now, in the plenitude 
of his power, the true Venetian spirit of revenge : he cast 
him into one of those dreadful cells under the roof of the 
palace of St. Mark — the worst of the piombi or leaden dun- 
geons — ^where the wretched prisoners, stripped to the skin, 
are chained to the pavement, and exposed to the burning rays 
of a hot Italian sun concentrated in a focus, until their brains 
boil and they become raving maniacs. 

During the heat of a scorching summer, the unhaj^py Delia 
Torre experienced these frightml torments in th&YL \s^:s^<^<«N> 

H 2 
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extreme, till he fotind relief in furious madness. The stem 
Doge Alviso, insatiate in his thirst for revenge, consigned his 
fallen foe to the galleys of the Maltese knights, where the 
flaying rod of the task-master restored him to his senses and 
the pan^s of reflection and remorse. 

[Recollection slowly returned, and the once noble Giulio 
della Torre, who had been chained to the oar a crazed maniac, 
became in time a hardened villain, lost to everything but a 
craving for vengeance on M ocenigo, which, happily, was 
never gratified. The bandits, bravoes, and other murderous 
villains, with whom he was compelled to associate, applauded, 
pitied, and encouraged him by turns, or afiected to do so ; 
but the meanest citizen of Yenice would not have glanced at 
him on the highway. Mocenigo died ; and for ten long years 
Giulio tuggea at the oar ; but the thirst for revenge never 
passed away. The galley was wrecked on the rocks of 
Alfleri, on the Calabrian coast ; he escaped, and turned robber. 
From a robber he became a hermit, secluded in the wild 
woods, and dwelt in the habitation which you now behold. 

Know that I am he of whom I have spoken : once Giulio 

Coxmt della Torre di Fana ; but prouder of the humble title 

of H Padre Eremito of the Tomb ! Here have I dwelt for 

sixty long, weary, and monotonous, though peaceful years. 

Time seemed to stand still, and death appeared to have 

forgotten me. Until three days ago, when first I felt his cold 

hand upon my heart, I feared that, like the wandering Apostle 

of the Scripture, I was to live on undying, until that last 

dreadful day when the heavens and the earth, the dead and 

the living, shall come together. 

* * * * 

Such was the story related to me by this singular being, 
omitting the firequent outbursts and exclamations of horror, 
grief, remorse, and exhaustion with which its coureo was often 
mterrupted. The dying man now finally paused, overcome 
with exertion and the intensity of his emotions. 

After many pious ejaculations and muttered pra3rers, his 
strength gradually became weaker, his voice more faint, and 
utterly euiausted by his long confession, he sank into that 
dull lethargy so often the forerunner of death. Soiled up in 
my cloak, i sat beside him, watching the ebb of decaying 
nature, and pondering on the peculiari^ of my situation and 
this strange tale of other days. I seemed still to hear the 
querulous tones of his feeble voice long after his lips had 
ceased to move ; but at last, overcome with the toil of the 
previous day and night, I could no longer resist the weariness 
that oppressed me, and sank into a deep sleep. 
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Wlien I awoke, the momins sun streamed brightly through 
the ruined window of the tomb, and its yellow hght, piercing 
through the gloom, fell with celestial radiance on the bushy 
beard, attenuated form, and rigid features of the old recluse. 
The clasped hands, the fixed eyes, and relaxed jaw informed 
me that nis spirit had fled, ana I reproached myself bitterly 
for having been so forgetM as to sleep, and permit the poor 
old man to die unwatched. I stirred him, out he felt no 
more : I laid my hand on his heart, but its pulses were still. 
How many millions of his contemporaries had been consigned 
to the tomb, where perchance even their bones could not now 
be found, while he had lingered on — an animated mummy, 
withered in heart and crushed in spirit ! 

I now departed, obliged to leave to fate the chance of the 
hermit's remains obtaining the rites of sepulture. The idea 
troubled me but little at that time : when campaigning, un- 
buried bodies are no more thought of than dead leaves by 
the wayside. But I learned afterwards that, by order of 
Petromo, bishop of Cosenza, the old hermit was interred 
with great ceremony in the ancient tomb, which was con- 
verted into an oratory, where the prayers of the passers-by 
mi?ht be offered up for the repose of his soul. The gown 
and rosary of the hermit may yet be seen there by any one 
who is curious in these matters. 

Upon leaving the tomb, I thought more, perhaps, of my 
horse than of tiie hermit : poor Cartouche had been exposed 
to all the fury of the last night's storm. I hastened to the 
place where I had picqueted him ; he was gone, and there 
still lay many miles of wild and rugged country between me 
and Crotona ! First securing the door of the tomb, to keep 
wolves, lynxes, or polecats from the remains of the recluse, 
and muttering a hearty malison on my predicament and the 
loss of my valuable horse, I set out in the direction of the 
rising sun, which was my surest guide to Crotona. 

After breakfasting on the wild apples, plums, and peaches, 
that flourished by the roadside, and tdong a hearty pull at 
my friendly flask to correct their crudeness, I pushed for- 
ward on my solitary march with all speed. On reaching a 
place where the road dipped down between two steep impend- 
mg banks, from the summits of which the shady oaks formed 
by their entwined branches a thick, impervious arch of the 
richest foHage, what was my delight on beholding my gallant 
grey quietly cropping the green herbage under tne dewy 
shade ! His reins traded on the ground, his coat was rough, 
and the saddle and housings were awry ; but on heaxvs^\sc^ 
joyous halloo and whistle, the noble c\iax%eT '!^T^!;^L<e^^x^^!l!^ 
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ears, neighed in recognition, and, trotting np, rubbed his 
head npon my shoulder. In a minute more 1 was upon his 
back, and passing hill and hollow at a speed which not even 
the swiftest horse of the boasted Calabnan blood could have 
equalled. 



CHAPTEE XIV. 

THE SIBGB OF CBOTOKA. 

Descending the chain of mountains terminating in the 
Capo della Nnova, I beheld before me the wide expanse of 
the Adriatic Sea, stretching away into the Gulf of Tarento, 
now beautifully illumined by the liffht of the setting sun. As 
the fiery orb sau^ behind the hil& I had left, it oeamed a 
bright adieu on the towers of the Acheean city, tinging with 
sa£&on and gold the waves that broke upon the Capo della 
Colonna — the ancient promontory of Lacmium, once cele- 
brated for the magnificent temple of Juno, destroyed by the 
soldiers of Hannibal. 

The school of Pjrthagoras — ^the glory of Grsecia Maior— 
had disappeared with the power of Crotona, and of the 
majestic fane of Juno Lucinia, but one solitary colunm — ^rear- 
ing its massive shaft above the prostrate ruins of the rest, and 
hMf submerged in the waves of the encroaching sea — ^re- 
mained to attest the grandeur of the ed^ce in its glory, when 
Greek, Ausonian, and Sicilian, bowed their heads before its 
pagan altar. The temple is now nothing but a heap of 
stones, mantled with green slime and sea-weed, and the 
desolation is heightened by the discordant screams of flocks 
of sea-birds. 

The banks of the classic Neathus have lost all their boasted 
beauty and verdure, and are now covered with sedgy marshes, 
and stunted trees, and shrubs very different from that umbra- 
geous foliage which clothed them in the days of Theocritus. 

Having ridden for the greater part oi the day, nnder a 
burning sun, during the sultry hours of afternoon— a time 
which the voluptuous Italian passes in the slumbers of the 
siesta — ^I was half choked by thirst, and the oppressive heat 
of the atmosphere, and Cartouche was beginnmg to falter 
with fatigue. As I slowly foUowed the tortuous windings of 
the road to Crotona, the approaching dusk of evening gra- 
dually invested»in its sombre veil the brilliant scenery : tho 
Adriatic turned from gold to crimson, and the distant hills 
from emerald green to misty purple, until their bright sum- 
imts faded away into the dim nonzon, and the blue vault of 
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heaven assumed tlie aspect of a spangled dome, spanning land 
and sea ; while the moon ascended slowly to her place, like 
a mighty globe of liquid silver rising from the dan: heaving 
waters of the ocean. 

Evening had given ^aoe to night ; but such a night ! It 
seemed more beaatifm than day? The balsamic odours of 
orange, olive, and lemon groves, were wafted on the soft, re- 
freshmg breeze, till the whole air seemed to tMcken with 
delicions fragrance. The sweet strains of the " Ave Maria" 
stole up the valley from the lighted chapel of a sohtazy con- 
vent, and the deep-toned chimes from a distant steeple were 
borne on the cool air, mingled with ihe tinklings n*om the 
lowing herds and the evening hymn chanted by the shaggy- 
coated herdsman, as he drove his cattle toward the basm of 
a gnshing fountain. Myriads of insects buzzed around uf, 
and Cartouche kept switching his long tail like a whip, and 
shaking his ears with irritation, as uiey floated in a black 
cloud around him. 

I found the modem Crotona to be little better than a 
village, dominated by the citadel or castle. Every vestige <n: 
memorial of its ancient grandeur had passed away, save the 
moss-grown column on the cape, and nothing survived of tiie 
once magnificent city, from the gate of which the gigantic 
Milo led forth a hundred thousand men to battle. The 
superb temples over which waved the banner of Justinian, 
the massive walls and brazen ^;ates, which the cohorts of 
Totila, the Gk)th, assailed in vam, had long since crumbled 
into dust, and a wretched hamlet marked the site of the 
ancient Crotona of Mysellus. 

The half-ruined citadel, built by Charles Y., was occupied 
bv a French garrison. It was blockaded by a br^ade of 
'BritiBh, commanded by Colonel Madeod, and the free corps 
of Santugo, on the land side, while the Amphion fri^te, 
with a squadron of Sicilian gun-boats, cut on all sup^es, 
succour, and communication from seaward. The French 
were reduced to great straits at the time of my arrival, and 
were daily expected to capitulate. G^eral lEegnier — ^who, 
since the battle of Maida, had endeavoured to maintain his 
ground between the citadel and Catanzaro (one of the finest 
towns in the province), — ^made suddenly a precipitate retreat 
towards Tarento, abandoning his soldiers in Crotona to their 
fate. 

At Tarento, he was attacked by the chiefs of the Masse 
and the brigands, who compelled him to retire, after losing 
seven himdred men. The marchese di Monteleone narrowly 
escaped being taken prisoner, while leading on. ^ ^^v^TiSa^ 
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charge, at tlie head of a *' handful " of cavalry. To his 
bravery and exertions, when commanding the rear-guard, 
Buonaparte attributed solely the effective retreat of his 
shattered forces, through these wild and savage provinces. 
The discomfited general retreated along the shore of the 
Adriatic with the utmost rapidity, passing through Melissa, 
Gariati Nuova, and Sossana, until ne reached the northern 
frontier of Calabria Citra ; then, turning Hke a hunted stag 
on his pursuers, he stood once more at bay ; and, with the 
remnant of his force, took up a position at Cassano. There 
he intrenched himself, and awaited the formation of a -junc- 
tion with Massena, the prince of Eivoli, — "the child o( 
victory," and of devastation, — ^who was advancing at the head 
of an army flushed with success. Gaeta, after a brave defence 
for three months, had been surrendered to M assena's division 
by Prince William of Hesse Philipstadt. 

On my approaching Crotona, the red gleams that flashed 
across the darkened sky, and the deep booming sounds that 
broke with sullen reverberations thie silence of a calm evening, 
announced that an interchang^e of heavy shot was taking 
place between the besiegers and the citadel. The loud report 
of the frigate's 42-pounaers could easily be distinguished from 
the Hghter artillery of the gun-boats and the curricle guns, 
which formed the only battering-train Macleod had with him. 
From an eminence, I had a perfect view of the whole plan of 
operations. The noble frigate — whose lofty masts, well- 
squared yards, sparkling top-Hght, ,and sweUmg sides, were 
reflected in the dark blue water— had been hauled close in 
shore, for the purpose of battering the citadel ; but now, as 
the darkness was fast descending, her boats were towing her 
beyond range, and she came to anchor out of gun-shot in the 
Giilf of Tarento. 

From the moment the first parallel was laid down, the 
siege had been pushed strenuously. On the land side, a line 
of circumvallation, consisting of a good breastwork and ditch» 
had been drawn around the fortress, to defend its besiegers 
from the incessant fire of the citadel. The daring and deter- 
mination of this gallant little garrison, drew forth the admi- 
ration of all, save the revengeful Calabrians, who panted for 
its surrender with a blood-tlurstiness increased by resistance. 
The garrison was commanded by Lieutenant-Colonel de 
Bourmont ; it had numbered only a thousand at the time of 
Eegnier's retreat, and was now greatly reduced by the casual- 
ties of war. One night, sallying forth at the head of two 
hundred grenadiers, and passing through a line of counter- 
approach, De Bourmont completely scoured that part of the 
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trenches occupied by the Calabriaiis under Yisconte Santugo. 
The exasperation of these Galabrians, and their thirst for 
deadly retribution, are inconceiyable. On their crucifixes, 
on their daggers, and on the bodies of the slain, they solemnly 
TOwed vengeance on the garrison when it capitulated, and 
only our bayonets restrained their cruelty. 

The streets of Crotona appeared empty, and the town 
almost deserted ; the spent cannon-shot and shell splinters, 
against which my horse continually struck his^ hoofs, suffi- 
ciently informed me of the reason. Many houses had been 
unroofed by the bomb batteries, or reduced to ruins by the 
cannonade; very few remained inhabited, and those only 
which were at a distance from the fire of the batteries. The 
French works were mounted with forty pieces of the heaviest 
ordnance. 

I found Macleod among the parallels, where he was on the 
alert day and night, superintenaing the relief and defence of 
the trenches. Sis uniform was completely concealed by a 
rough great coat, above which he wbre a tartan plaid to pro- 
tect him from the dew, that falls heavily by mght in this 
warm climate, and always in proportion to the intensity of the 
heat of noonday. An undress bonnet, a dirk, and basket- 
hilted sword completed his equipment. He read by torch- 
light the laconic letter of his friend the general, who, how- 
ever, had enclosed documents of a more official nature for 
Captain Hoste, E.N., commanding the Amphion, The note 
ran thus : — 

" Deab Petee, — If Crotona does not surrender in twenty- 
four hours after Dundas arrives, lake the d — ned place by 
storm. — ^Yours ever, "J. S." 

" Extinguish the torch, or there will be a vacancy in the 
Bufis to-morrow !" said Macleod to the soldier who held the- 
hissing and flaring link. At that moment a thirty-two pound 
shot came whizzing along, and buried itself in the breast- 
work, covering us with dust and clay. " A narrow escape !" 
continued the colonel; " these favours are exchanged liberally 
here. The podesta will order you a billet some^ere for the 
night, but come to me in the morning; my quarters are in the 
Strada Larga. I must send you to I)e ioourmont, as none of 
my fellows know any language save that spoken north of the 
Brig of Perth. By dawn, we will have the citadel summoned 
in due form by sound of trumpet. Meantime, adieu !" 

After consiaerable trouble, I discovered the residence of the 
podesta, in the miserable market-place. I procured a billet 
on a house which proved to be a place of eiit&T^«aii£i<&T^<» 
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thoaglL a yery desolate one. Hiere I liastened to take up mj 
qnarters, wearied with fatigue and the heat of the past day, 
and having an appetite like that of a hawk. Eesigning Car- 
touche to the care of the colonel's groom, I forthwith ordered 
a meal which was to pass for dinner and supper. Brisket a 
la royale, garnished with pickles, maccarom with Parmesan 
cheese, &c,, were the best the house afforded; these, with 
fruit of all kinds, and a decanter or two of Gioja wine, fiir- 
nished a good repast enough for a hungry soldier, who had 
just escaped an iron pill that no mortal stomach could digest. 
The waiter had just removed the cloth, and I was stretcSdng 
myself on the sofa to enjoy my first cigar, when Santago 
entered, doaked, booted, and belted, as if for some important 
expedition. 

" How, my lord, for the trenches to-night P" said I, spring- 
ing up. 

" ISo, faith ! the free corps have had enough of the trench 
duty. But, per Baccho ! my friend, how rejoiced I am to 
see you," he exclaimed flingmg his plumed hat one way, and 
his mantle another. " Cazzica, I am going to a place to-night 
where few men dare show their noses ; and yet there are 
some of the prettiest faces in the kingdom of !Naples within 
its walls — faces which, monsignore, the sun (as being of the 
impure, masculine gender) dares not even to kiss with his 
rays. What say you, signorP" 

" That I shall be most happy to accompany you, my lord; 
but let us finish this decanter first." 

" Of the most inveterate soakers are you red-coats ! Signor 
Claude, of all men in Italy, I would prefer you to stand by 
my side to-niffht." 

" There is danger, then P" 

" You readily appreciate the compliment. It may so happ^ 
Ihat there will be a scuffle," said he gaily, as stretching out 
his legs and lounging back on his chair he half closed one 
eye, and with the other scrutinized the colour of his wine 
with a critical air. 

" Good Gioja, that ; what vintage, think you ?" 

" The last earthquake, perhaps. 

" 111 trouble you for the carafPa. In short, signor," said 
the visconte, becoming suddenly grave, " I am obliged to 
throw myself entirely upon you, and rely on obtaining your 
assistance and advice. Being a Maltese religiose, Castelermo 
declines to accompany me, though I know mat he loves con- 
vents no better than I do. He was once jilted by a mm, and 
plundered of his patrimony by an abbess, as he may yet re- 
late to you; for poor Marco is a most inveterate proser, and 
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sure to tell his love-story when not absorbed with his other 
theme, the clones of Malta, the knight Yaletta and old 
YiUiers de flsle Adam. My relation Benedetto mounts 

ard in the trenches to-night, and their greatnesses of St. 

ratha and Bagnara are doubtless immersed in the intricacies 
of chess or the nonsense of faro ; thus I have no friend but 
jou ; aod as we were good friends of old in Sicily, and com- 
rades at Maida, I am encouraged to make you the depositary 
of my aecxest," 

Tms serio-comic preamble led me to expect some wondrous 
disckMore. He paused for a moment, and heaved a long 
preliminary sigh ; when, as I filled up our glasses, his glance 
ml upon Bianca's ring, which glittered on my fincer. He 
chanced coimtenance visibly, and for an instant his dark 
eyes kindled with fire, while his brows knitted and became 
as one. 

I was beginning to erect my bristles in turn; when, as- 
suming a grave but not unpleasant tone, he thus addressed 
me: — 

** Signor Claude, I perceive you have already won far on 
the good graces of my cousin Bianca. From what passed at 
Palermo, I might have expected this ; and yet, considering 
the shortness of the time, and the pride of the girl, I am 
somewhat surprised. But I have no wish to inteiiere ; nor 
shall I have cause ; if, in loving her, you bear always in mind 
that she is the daughter of a soldier, and the cousin .of one 
of the first Neapolitan nobles." 

Not altogether pleased at his tone, I was about to reply — 
perhaps with an air of pique— -when he continued, with a 
taogh — 

" Stay, caro Claude ! I know what you would say — ^that 
you value not a rush the wrath of any man ; and that you 
loYe Bianoa as never man loved woman. I can imagine all 
that; but beware how you display the jewel before some 
eyes ! Many a poniard that now rests quietly in its sheath 
might be edged! and pointed anew. Eh — hah! excuse my 
brevity and want of ceremony just now ; but, having a love 
afiair m hand, time presses. One at a time is quite enough 
to be concerned in." 

" Believe me, Luigi, if I can be of any assistance, it will 
afford me inexpressible pleasure." 

" Go6d ! I knew you would be my friend." 

'* But whom mean you to parade P" said I, stretching my 
hand over a table where my pistols lay. 

"Per Baocho!" said he, with an air of displeasure; "a 
duel is the first thing you Britons think oi 's^Yvea. o\iftS&S2a.^ 
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scrape. There are none fought in Italy. A bravo*s poniard 
at a ducat the inch — ^you understand?" 

" Then, Santugo, the lady " 

" Is a nun of the convent of Santa Caterina da Siena here, 
at Crotona.** 

"A nun?" 

" In that little word lies all the danger, the difficulty, and 
the devilry ! *' 

" To poach on the preserves of his holiness is ticklish work 
in this part of the world ! " 

" I know it," he replied, gloomily ; " and am acquainted 
with three gentlemen of Naples who, for meddling with 
ecclesiastics, nave borne all the terrors of the law — ^miprison- 
ment, ignominy, the weight of the public scurlada, and con- 
fiscation of everything; they are now compelled to serve 
imder Fra Diavolo, Francatripa, and others, as common 
brigands. Per Baccho! I have not forgotten the unhappy 
cavaliere di Castelluccio, who was lately spirited away by the 
bishop of Cosenza, and has never been heard of since. How- 
ever, these are but slight dangers for us, over whom the Holy 
Office once stretched its iron arm. In these days, what priest 
would dare to put forth his hand against me, the visconte di 
Santugo, and grand bailiff of Calabna Ultra ? WeU, Claude, : 
the lady is a nim, and I must have her to-night, even should 
we be compelled to fire the convent, and carry her off in the 
confusion. Ah ! Del Castagno tried that with a girl at Ni- ; 
castro — a dashing attempt ; but he was caught by the sbirri , 
of the Bishop Petronio, and consigned for six months to a ;, 
dungeon at Canne, where black bread and stale water so com-' 
pletely cured him of the tender passion, that he regarded the 
poor damsel with the most pious horror, and has now become 
the sober-minded husband of cousin Ortensia. But I jest 
with a heavy heart ! Dundas, I believe you to be honourable 
as I have found you brave ; and in the affair of to-night, 
would rather have you as my comrade than any of the volatile 
Neapolitans of my acquaintance — ^fellows whose friendship- 
will perhaps only last wnile the flask contains a drop of wine 
and the purse a ducat." 

" The lady ?" I observed, impatiently. 

" Is Bianca's sister." 

" How ! the Signora Francesca?" 

" Even so : the second daughter of old Annibale di San- 
tugo, who fell while fighting under the Cardinal Ruffo in 
Apulia. Though poor in ducats, he was rich in blood and 
name — ^bcing my father's younger brother. With his last 
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breath he bequeathed to my care his three motherless girls — 
Ortensia, Bianca, and Erancesca. Francesca was esteemed 
the greatest beauty in Italy ; yet in an excess of folly— or 
rather, let me call it, generosity — she immured herself in a 
convent. To remove the only obstacle to her sister's marriage 
with my friend Benedict, did this dear girl (of aU the loves I 
have had, my only true one !) give up her slender patrimony, 
and take the veil in this convent at Crotena. But the bright 
tresses shred from her brow were scarcely consumed on the 
altar, ere bitter repentance and heart-consimiing grief seized 
her. I was serving with the Neapolitan army in the Koman 
territories, and h^ not then seen her — at least since her 
childhood. Would to Grod that I never had! How much 
agony might have been spared both of us ! I met her at the 
baths ofNicastro, where, in strict charge of my mother, she 
had gone, by special permission, for the recovery of her health, 
w]u(£ the close confinement of the cloister, unavailing regrets, 
and a lingering love for the world she had left, were destroy- 
ing. I was fiery, ardent, and only three-and-twenty ; she, a 
drooping but beautiful girl, devoted to Heaven — ^a veiled and 
vowed nun. Oh ! what madness could have prompted me to 
love her P But Cupid and the devil are always at one*s elbow. 
We were cousins — a dangerous relationship — and our inti- 
macy, open and unconstrained, plunged us at once into this 
delicious passion, the impulses of which I found it impossible 
to resist. I evaded the watehful eyes of my mother, and 
gained, beyond redemption, the afiections of poor Francesca. 
She returned to her convent wretehed and heart-broken. In- 
famy and death are, perhaps, before her. Oh! Madonna 
mia ! She must be rescued, and at all risks ! " he exclaimed, 
leaping up, and wrapping his cloak around him. " You will 
accompany me, of course? Itemember, 'tis the sister ot 
Bianca!" 

" And if she consents to elope P" 

" We most carry her ofi* to a little villa I have somewhere 
in the Yal di Demona. There she can be ^[uietly domiciled 
imtil the uproar is over, and I can obtain a dispensation from 
Home, after which she may resume her old place in society, 
and laugh at the authority of the signora abbadessa — who, I 
learn from her friend, Benedetto, is a regular Tartar. Now, 
Claude, let us march." 

I buckled on my sabre, drained the decanter, and, for- 
getting the fatigues of the day, set forth with Santugo. We 
were both mumed up in our cloaks, and had our forage-caps 
pulled over our faces, to elude observation. 
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At the comer of the Strada Larga, Ilit a cigar at the con- 
Becrated lamp before a Madonna, and we pushed on at a brisk 
pace, regardless of the maledictions and cries of "Eretico!" 
which my heedless act called forth from some OrotonianB who 
observed it. 



CHAPTEE XY. 



THE ABDUCTION. — A SCEAPE. 



Wb left Crotona by an ancient archway, massive, dark, 
and covered with lichens ; and almost hidden beneath a mass 
of vines and ivy. Through this gate, perhaps, had rolled the 
" tide of war * that swept away the host of the luximoiis 
Sybarites. Takii^ the road to the old promontory of Laci- 
mum, a quarter of an hour's walk brought us beneath the 
high walls of the convent, which, from the summit of a wave- 
beaten rock, threw a long dark shadow across the moonlit 
Adriatic. The wild roses and orange-trees grew in luxuriance 
on three sides of it, and Med the air with a fragrant 
perfume. 

" How brilliant the moonlight is ! ** said I, by way of say- 
ing something, for my lively friend had become umuuiLUy 
silent and thoughtful. 

** Hush ! Sisnor Claude ; speak softly, and keep well in 
the shadow. As for the moon, I would that the angel o£ 
darkness stretched his wings between us. I could well spare 
her lustre just now. If we are observed, our walk will have 
been to little purpose.'* 

''Ghieu! X believe you; ho! ho!" laughed a strange 
Toice near us. 

*' Did you speak P" asked Santugo, in a fierce whisper. 

" Not I," was my somewhat curt reply. 

" Corpo di Baccho ! then we are watched ! " he exclaimed, 
drawing his sword, and searching about him with IrindliTig 
eyes. 

" Imagination, Santugo." 

" Ghieu! ho! ho!" laughed the voice again, close behind 
me. I turned suddenly round, but saw nothing, save the 
massively^ointed walL I was startled and annoyed, and 
instantly loosened my sabre in its sheath, keeping my sword 
arm free from the folds of my cloak. 

Santugo's irritation was excessive ; he ran his sword into 
every bi^, searched every nook and comer, and scanned the 
whole walls, even at the imminent risk of being discovered, 
but to no purpose : whether the voice was real or imaginary 
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was yet a mystery. We listened intently ; all was still, save 
the soft rusUe of the orange-trees, and the dash of the surf, 
as the Adriatic rolled its waves on the basaltic cMs beneatii 
tib[6 convent walls. A bell, swnn^ from a beam in the square, 
oi>en-arched campanile, or steeme, tolled midnight ; and a 
£unt, flickering light was immediately seen transiently light- 
ing the tall windows of the chapel, illnminating the bright 
hues of the stained glass, and bnmishing the stone tracery of 
each in succession. 

" *Tis Francesca d'Alfieri!" exclaimed the visconte, with 
laptnre. " She does penance alone in the chapel to-night ; 
each sister does so in turn. I have enlisted the zitella of the 
eonvent in the service of love, and have no doubt of success.'* 
While spealdng, he threw a handful of sand against a lattice, 
which opened, and a young female face appeared ; a rose was 
thrown to him, and he clapped his hands twice : these were 
the jgriyate sienals agreed upon. At that moment, I was 
certain I heard a growling chuckle close by us ; but, without 
taking notice of it, I listened attentively for any sounds that 
might follow. 

" Is all safe and quiet, Signora Pia P" asked Santugo. 

'' All, monsignore ; but for sister Francesca's sake and our 
own, be cautious," replied the girl, with a trembling voice. 
She then unrolled a ladder of rope from the window, to the 
innde of which she assured us it was firmly fastened. In 
imitation of Santugo, I folded my cloak round the left arm, 
and, mounting after him, scrambled to the summit of the 
wall ; then leaping down, we found ourselves standing in the 
garden, where our feet made terrible havoc among the 
abbess's flower-beds and glass-covered seeds. 

" Che gioja !" said Santugo ; " all is safe ! a twenty-oared 
scampavia awaits us beneath the shadow of the. convent wall ; 
Giacomo has manned it with thirty of the most unscrupulous 
in the ranks of the free corps. But two grand points are yet 
to be gained ; the postern must be unbarred, and the cord of 
the alarm-bell cut ; after which, we may proceed leisurely, 
and laugh at the rage of the abbadessa." He walked quickly 
towards the chapel, and I followed, feeling somewhat piqued 
at the cautious manner in which he reveafed to me his plans. 

The zitella (or ^irl of the convent) led us into the chapel, 
every part of which was involved m deep gloom, except a 
little shrine, where, beneath a Gk>1idc canopy of white marble, 
stood a silver image of Saint Hugh. Two tapers glimmering 
before it served to reveal the %ure of the fair devotee, as 
she knelt with clasped hands before the gilded rail which 
enclosed the object of her devotions — the shrine of the patron 
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{laint of her tamily. The beauty of the little edifice, and the 
rii-hDCss of its Bhrines, — its columnB with ahafta of porphyiy 
and capitals of marble, — its roof of gilded fireaco, and floor of 
the mo^t t>lalx)rate mosaii*. — ^its alabaster tomba and gorgeous 
altiT. were all unheeded. Wc stole sofilv up a aide aisle, and 
I'oncealed ourselves behind tlie dark shallow of a monument, 
where I had leisure to observe Francesca, and compliment 
tSantu^o on hi^ admirable taste. 

Then^ was somethint; in the gloomy and mysteriooa aspect 
of the ploiv. the situation and sombre garb of the redbse, 
which fascinated me. not less tluin the beauty of her person. 
It was lonj; since I had seen her, and she now seemed more 
lovely and more interesting than ever, — and more like 
Bianca. Her face was pale — ^too pallid periiaps — but of a 
beautiful oval form, and possessing a regularity of featoia 
which would have been deemed insipid* but for the Instre of 
her dark Ausonian eyes, and the peculiarly aristocratb curl 
of her lip. Luigi spoke hurriedly : — 

" Signor Claude — ^you remember her — and the night with 
the conciarotti. 'Tis Francesca — my matchless Francesca, as 
good as she is timid and beautiful ! O, Anima mia — ^behold 
me — I am here!" he added, going sofUy towards her; 
** courage, sweet one ! there is not a moment to be lost. I 
have ix>8session of the postern towards the sea, where a barge 
of tweutv oars awaits us. Do not shrink fix>m me, Fran- 
cesca ! 'rhe hour of deliverance and of happiness is come." 

** (>. never for me — on earth, at least .' Madonna, euida 
me. look upon me in this moment of doubt and agony ! she 
excluiiiicd, in tones of despair. Sinking against the altar- 
rail, she dung to it with one hand, and covered her face with 
the other. Bobbins^ heavily. The visconte knelt beside her. 
Her beauty, her distress, her resemblance and near relation- 
sliip to Bianca, all operated powerfully upon me, and I fdt 
for her deeply. 

*' O, misery !" she exclaimed, in a low but piercing voice; 
**Luigiof Santugo, to what are you about to tempt meP 
lletlect upon the deadly sin of this act ! " 

•• Evoo ! ho ! ho !" laughed a shrill voice, which awakened 
tlie thousand echoes of the hollow chapeL Francesca clung 
to Lui^, overcome with shame and terror ; and looking upTl 
beheld above my head the great visage of the hundiback, 
peering from beneath the shadow of a Gotibdc canopy, under 
which ho was squatted "like a pagod in a niche obscure." 
A terrible grin of malice and mischief distorted his hideous 
liueunients. I rushed upon him, but he slid down a pillar 
like a cat, and eluded me. The startled visconte silenced at 
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once all the scmples of his cousin, by snatching her up in his 
aims, and bearing her into the garden, — a task which evi- 
dently required considerable exertion, notwithstanding the 
seeming lightness of her figure. But a plump girl of twenty 
or so is not so easily run away with as romancers would have 
us to suppose. At that moment, the alarm-bell was rung 
furiously, and through the open arches of the campanile, we 
saw the figure of the hideous imp, Gaspare Truffi, swinguig 
at the end of the rope, and grinning like a demon, while he 
danced and yelled at the top of his voice, " Evoe ! ho — ^ho ! 
Ghieu ! Sacrilege and rescue ! Ajuto ! help !" 

" Would to heaven I had pistols to silence the clamours of 
that apostate wretch ! " exclaimed Santugo, as the noise of 
approaching feet and the halloouig of men were heard in the 
distance. ''The bell is arousing the paesani!" he added, 
drawing his sword. " Quick, signor ! As my friend and 
brother officer, good service must you do me this night, or, 
by the crown of the Sicilies ! you must think no more of 
!Bianca d'Alfieri." I liked neither the words nor the tone, 
but pardoned them, out of consideration for the anxiety of 
my excitable companion. 

" The zitella keeps the postern beside the fountain, spark- 
ling in the moonlight yonaer, and through iJiat door we must 
pass to the sea !" The poor zitella lay senseless beside the 
gate, weltering in her blood, which flowed copiously firom a 
severe wound m her temple, and the key having been broken 
in the lock by Gtispare, our retreat was utterly cut off*! The 
alarm and exasperation of Santugo were indescribable. The 
devil ! what a moment it was, a forlorn hope was nothing 
to it! 

The beU continued tolling ; the whole convent was alarmed, 
and a mob was heard clamorously demanding admittance at 
the porch. The visconte*s followers were as noisUy enforcing 
ingress at the seaward gate, on which they thimdered with 
their oars and musket-butts, vowiog dire vengeance if their 
lord was in the least maltreated. Cong ere this, the Signora 
Francesca had fainted. 

" Aprite la porta — open the gate ! Beat it down ! Plague 
of San Carlo upon it ! Bravo, Giacomo !" cried Luigi. " Via ! 
it yields ; strike well and together ! A hundred ducats to the 
hand that beats down the door ! Heaven be thanked, a cloud 
is obscuring the moon, and it will not be known which way 
we steer !" 

"Viva la Signora d'Alfieri. Viva Monsignore Santugo! 
Corraggio, colonello mio I" cried the Calabresi, as they re- 
doubled their attacks on the strong oaken postern. 

VOL. I. I 
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" Sacrilege !" cried the shrill voice of the abbess £rom a 
wiadow, whence she implored the people to rescue a daughter 
of the church whom brigands were canying off perforce. 

At this critical moment the great gate was opened, and a 
mob of peasantry, mule-drivers, and fishermen, anned with 
Globs, rines, ox-spears, and poniards, almost fillingthe garden, 
rushed with a yell upon us. Giacomo's boatmen at ihe same 
time had beaten the postern door to fragments, and the light 
of the waning moon poured through upon the glancing bayo- 
nets and white uniformB of the Cambrian £ree corps. 

" Save the zitella !" cried Santugo. Giacomooore her on 
board the scampavia, in the stem sheets of whicJi Santugo 
deposited his cousin, and brandishing his sword aloft, gave k 
redkless shout of triumph. It was the last I saw of them. 
Enveloped in murky clouds, the moon sank behind the moua- 
tains of Isola, and the scene became suddenly involved in 
gloom. The assailants were too close upon me, to permit my 
following the visconte's example by springing on board ; and 
I was compelled to stand on the defensive. I shushed ono 
across the face with my sabre, he fell shriekmg into the water, 
where the relentless Griacomo despatched him' with the boat- 
hook. I was soon hemmed in on every «[de ; and, sinking 
beneath a shower of blows, was beaten to the ground. The 
last sound I heard was a y eU of defiance and rage, as the broad: 
oars dipped into the water, and the swift scampavia shot away 
like an arrow from the shore. 

Supposing me slain, Luigi thought only of saving. Eranr 
cesca ; ana while his twenty rowers pulled bravely, Ili# 
soldiers gave the baffled pursuers a volley firom their fireloekfr 
The Calabrian peasants never went abroad without their 
cartridge-boxes, poniards, and rifies. The latter were in 
instant requisition ; and a skirmish ensued, in which several 
were wounded on both sides before the Aigitives were beyond 
ranse of musket-shot. 

iueckless and bold as he was by nature, perhaps Santugp 
would not have dared to commit such an outrage against his 
religion, and the prejudices of the Italian people, at any other 
time. But the power of the church, shaken by the recent 
destruction of the (misnamed) Holy Offlce, was feeble ; and 
such was the disorderly state of the country, then filled witk 
armed banditti, who made it the scene of perpetual rapine and 
warfare, that the authority of the law, at all times weak, was 
completely neutralized. The rank, power, and wealth of San* 
tugo's faznily, and his interest with Carolina and the court of 
Pcdermo, emboldened this wild young noble to plunge into 
what was esteemed by the superstitiouB and bigoted Calft* 
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bnans as a deed replete with sacrilege and horror, and which 
could not fail to draw down the utmost vengeance of the 
<^urch and Heaven itself upon the unhappy perpetrator and 
his impious followers. Indeed,ashort time afterwards the papal 
xnalLson was duly thundered forth against Santu^o and myself 
and published in the columns of the Diario £ Soma, con- 
Bignmg us to the warm protection of his most satanic maiesty. 

jPor that I cared less than for the broken head and sore 
bones which were mv share of this adventure. I had also the 
pleasant prospect or my name becoming a standing quiz at 
every mess in the Mediterranean when the story appeared in 
the Ghizetta Britcmnica — a gossiping, military, patriotic paper 
published durins our occupation of ^cil^r, and tne only public 
journal in the island, where the press is (or was) under the 
severest restrictions. 

The clamours of the people at this act of sacrilege led me to 
expect the worst treatment at their hands. Stunned by the 
blow of a dub, I was severely beaten while lying on the beach, 
and naxrowl^r escaped being poniarded by the hunchback; 
from whose vindictive malice Iwas saved only by the inter- 
vention of a priest. Elevated on the shoulders of some herds- 
men, Trufi now harangued the rabble — ^proposin^, first, that 
they should tie a stone to my neck and cast me mto the sea, 
or bind me to a tree, and make me a target for their rifles at 
eighty paces. Besistance was vain, as they had securely boimd 
me with my sash. But I demanded instant liberation, and iJiat 
my sabre should be restored to me ; and I threatened severe 
retribution from our general and the chiefs of the Masse, 
should they dare to m^treat me. 

Though they laughed at my threats, their effect was not 
altogether lost, and 1 was not subjected to farther violence. 
Placed upon a sorry ass, and accompanied by a throng of 
shouting peasantry, I was conducted back to Crotona in ridi- 
culous mumph, and then thrust into an iron ca^e at the end of 
the Casamatta, or ancient prison of the town, wnere I was left 
to iTLj own reflections for me remainder of the night, or rather 
morning — ^for itwaa thenpast three o'clock. I wasbuming with 
indignation against these base ragamuffins, whose pomellinff 
made every joint of my body ache, but nevertheless soonfefl 
into a sound sleep on uie stone floor of the cage ; nor did I 
awake until the morning sun shone down the picturesque vista 
of the dilapidated Strada Larga. I arose with stiflened limbs, 
and at flrst was unable to comprehend where on earth I was. 
But the cries of " eretico !'* " assassino !" "ribaldone !" &c., 
and a thousand other injurioua epithets with which I had been 
greeted by the rabble, were yet ringing in my eara^uid^'^^- 

I 2 
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ther with the disordered state of my dress, bronght the whole 
afikir to my recollection. With revengefiil bi^mess, I re- 
membered the many indignities I had received from Graspare 
Truffi : once he had snapped a pistol in my face, twice he 
attempted to |K)niiu*d me, and he would prooably have had 
me despatched, but for the finn intervention of im old Basilian 
father. A dim recollection floated before me of having seen 
his gnome-like visage peering between the iron bars of ihe 
cage long after the crowd had departed — ^his eyes glaring wi^ 
hatred and malice, that made them glisten like a snake s, be- 
neath the dark shadow of his heavy brows — while he informed 
me, in the guttural Italian of Naples, that I would ** yet fed 
his knife between my ribs, as he was sworn to revenge his 
gambling defeat at mcastro/' and the sabre-cut bestowed on 
nis hump at the villa of Alfieri. 

" 'Sdeath !" thought I, while starting up from my hard 
couch, " I must have this creature flogg^ or hunff ! Ix istoo 
ridiculous to be persecuted by a contemptible hundiback, who 
follows me like an evil genius everywhere. Ola, Signor Bene- 
detto, cavaliere del Castagno !" I cried aloud, as that redoubt- 
able gentleman swung himself over a window of the podesti^'s 
house, and alighted in the street about a hundred yards from 
me. But without looking to where the voice came from — as 
he had evidently no wish to be recognized — ^he drew his hat 
over his eyes, threw his ample cloak over his disordered attire, 
and humed down the Strada Larga. I remembered til^ 
podesta's daughter — a pretty girl, from whom I had received 
my billet last evening. 

" PoorOrtensia !" mought I; "andthus your loving benedict 
spends his tour of duty in the trenches !*' 

Save himself, no one seemed yet stirring in Crotona ; its 
ruined streets were completely deserted. At times a ctuBual 
patrol of our troops passed ; but these were far beyond hail; 
and, in truth, I looked forward with dread to being discovered 
in the cage — knowing too well it would furnish a subject for 
laughter to every corps in Sicily. The idea of the general's 
aide-de-camp bemg barred up in an iron cage, like a common 
rogue, or a rat in a trap, was too replete with ridicule to be 
patiently endured ; but, after a few attempts to breaJc prison 
and escape, I was obliged to abandon the attempt, ana await 
my deliverance patienSy. 

To increase my annoyance, a few withered and sunburned 
gossips gathered round the parapet of a circular well (a foun- 
tain, by the bye, is ever the grand rendezvous of ItaliaiL 
gossips), and after filling their classic-shaped jars with water, 
they rested them on the margin of the spring, and stared at 
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mo to their full contentment, relating to the passers-by their 
own version of the story, with such additions and variations 
as the exuberance of their fancy or hatred of a heretic sug- 
gested. To the peasant, come to market in his wolf-skm 
jacket and leather gaiters ; the hind, driving his team of oxen 
to the field ; the shepherd, on his way to me mountains ; to 
the water-carrier ; the impudent, rosy-faced, itinerant impro- 
visatore, with his lute ; and the white-bearded Franciscan, 
with his greasy, angular hat, snuff-begrimed cassock, and 
begging-box ; — to each and to all who stopped at the well, 
dia these shrivelled crones relate, with great emphasis and 
gesticulation, the story of the sacrilege committed at the 
convent of St. Catherine by the English heretic. 

Vehement and ugly, as all old women in southern Italy are 
(the lower classes, at least), they soon collected a dense crowd 
round the cage, and I was stared upon by a circle of hostile 
eyes, in a manner very unpleasant to endure. I might have 
laughed at a predicament so ridiculous, but the petulance of 
the Crotonian rabble soon became annoying ; their religious 
scruples were aroused by the malicious observations of these 
old gossips, and I began to expect a martyrdom hke that of 
St. Stepnen. 

But relief was at hand. Cavaliere Benedetto, though he 
hurried off so abruptly, had recognized me, and despatched a 
party from the trenches to my rescue. I hailed with joy 
their glittering bayonets, which i soon saw flashing above the 
head of the mob. !Bitter was the wrath of the Italian soldiers, 
when they beheld me so unworthily treated ; their musket- 
butts were in immediate requisition, and in three minutes one 
side of the cage was dashed to nieces, and I was free. 

Under their escort I gladly hurried to my billet, where 1 
put my disordered uniform in proper trim for appearing before 
Macleod after breakfast. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

THE SUMMONS OF SUBBENDEB. 

Meanwhile, Santugo and his fair companion were plough- 
ing the waters of the Adriatic, and scudding along the coast 
of Calabria as fast as twenty oars and an ample lateen sail, 
filled by a strong Borea, or breeze from the north, could carry 
them. With the visconte, and still more with his cousin, the 
affair was not yet ended; innumerable griefs and troubles 
were in store for them. But I heard no more of the abduction 
for a time, save in the jokes of my comrades, «sA ^iiks^ ''vsk^ 
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friendly note from the general, warning me to avoid all such 
affairs in future, as they were calculated to prejudice the 
Calabrians against us, and injure the cause of Feroinand, for 
whc«n we were fighting. 

I had just completed my brief toilette, and was hastily pay- 
ing my respects to hot chocolate, devilled fowl, cream cheese, 
marmalade, and maccaroons, when Santugo's grave friend, 
the Maltese knight, il cavaliere Marco di Castelermo, 
entered. 

" Basta !'' he exclaimed, casting aside his sword and sable 
cloak, ''what have you and the visconte been about last 
night P Broken into a convent of consecrated nuns, as if it 
hs^ been a mere bordello of Naples, and carried off, by force 
of arms, the queen of that sainted community ! It is a sad 
affair, signor. ' 

" Sad, indeed, as my ribs find, to their cost, this morning ; 
moreover, I have lost in the scuffle a splendid sable of Da- 
mascus, — ^the last gift of a friend who fell beneath the guns of 
Valetta." 

"Ah! you served there P So did I. So Santugo has 
robbed the convent of its brightest jewel, Francesca d'Alfieri, 
who shone among the beauties of Palermo like a comet among 
the lesser stars." 

" The young lady has attractions which " 

" Attractions !" exclaimed the enthusiastic Italian ; " I tell 
you, signor, she is magnificent ! Ah ! had you seen her last 
year, ^en she appeared as Madonna, on the festival of the 
blessed Virgin! The whole country did homage to her 
wondrous beauty. Francesca seemed a vision of something 
more than mortal, as she sailed alon^ on the lofty gilded car, 
among clouds of gauze and silver, with a crown of diamonds 
blazing on her ebon tresses, wings on her shining shoulders, 
and incense, divine music, light and glory, floating round 
her. Basta ! she was an angel of love ! The people, as they 
knelt, forgot their prayers to Madonna, and offered up only 
praises of her beauty. I honour the visconte for carrying her 
boldly off. The girl would have been destroyed in an Italian 
convent ; where (I blush to say it) purity of heart is a wonder, 
and innocence a crime. But I tremble to think of the retri- 
bution which the bishop of Cosenza may deem due for the 
abduction : he is a stem, relentless fellow." 

" But what will the lieutenant-colonel commanding think 
of Santugo abandoning his battalion— deserting, in feet, with 
thirty rank and file of the free corps, with meir arms and 
accoutrements P" 
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" His youth, rank, and the ideas of onr country, must plead 
for him." 

" And then the sacrilege, signor : what will the people say 
of it?" 

*' Just what they please. Santugo is too spirited a cavalier 
to value a rush the silly scruples of a bigoted peasantry, or 
the idle thunders of a knavish priesthood. He will only re- 
member, that, in abducting his cousin, — ^replete with danger 
though the act may be,'-%e has done a good deed in the 
cause of love and humanity. Corpo di Baccho ! read ' The 
Prosecution of the Dominican Nuns of Pistoia, in 1781, by 
the Canon Baldi,' and you will see there disclosed a mass of 
the most corrupt female profligacy,— a revelation amusing as 
it is horrible. Signor, you would shrink with dismay, if made 
acquainted with one-lialf of what passes within tlie walls of 
our southern convents, where belladonna, the dungeon, and' 
the poniard, are too often at work. In the indictment of the 
Canon Baldi, there is displayed a regular system of depravity, 
into which the young nuns are sloif^y initiated (after me first 
year of their novitiate is past), as into a lodge of Free- 
masonry, — craving pardon of the gentle craft for a comparison 
so vile. Basta ! manftdly as I have fought for Italy and heir 
ancient liberties, I would yet more wSlingly lend a hand 
toward the utter demolition of every convent within the Land. 
Still, thanks to Madonna, I am a true Catholic, and com<> 
mander of the Maltese cross, and as such I swear to you, 
signor, on the blessed badge of the isle, that no man has a 
better reason for being at feud with the female order of eccle- 
siastics than I have. I was ruined in my prospects, seared in 
heart, and robbed of my patrimony, by the knavery of an 
abbess and the art of a aeceitftd nun. But enough of this." 
He paused, with a kindling eye, and his cheek coloured, as if 
he remembered that more had been said than was quite neces- 
sary ; but mastering some old recollection or inward emotion, 
by a strong effort, ne continued, in a tone of affected care* 
lessness, " Signor Claude, there is a relief in telling one's 
sorrow ; and some night, when the Gioja or Lipari loosens 
my tongue, you may learn how it first came to pass that I 
shaped the Maltese cross on my shoulder. But just now we 
must hurry to the trenches, upon which De Bourmont has 
commenced his morning salute of round-shot and grape." 

We found the whole citadel of Crotona, and the outwork 
possessed by the French between it and the sea, enveloped 
m white smoke, amid which the dark corbelled battlements, 
the flames that flashed through, and the bayonets that gHt- 
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tered over them, were seen for a moment, and then obscured 
as the smoke-wreaths rolled on the morning wind. Hie 
French worked at their batteries manfully, pouring showers 
of cannon-shot, bombs, and bombeUes on our troops, who 
were pretty secure behind their breastworks, and repaid them 
with considerable interest, &om an eminence on which a 
fascine battery was erected. 

Le Moine rired salvoes by sound of bugle, and the Amphion 
discharged her broadsides, and with such effect, that a great 
part of the castle wall came away in a mass from the rocks, 
and the unfortunate who lined it were hurled into the ditches 
in an instant; the well-iointed masonry rolled down like a 
stony avalaiick aad cai^lion, with their carriages, fragment., 
of bodies and weapons, strewed the streets below. Three 
hearty cheers arose from our trenches, and were echoed by 
the tars of the Amphion, which was hauled yet closer in shore, 
and poured her shot in rapid succession on the lower works 
of the citadel. The Sicihan gun-boats, with their thirty-two 
pounders and howitzers, dealt death and destruction among 
the sand-bag batteries and stockades ; these the French soon 
abandoned, retiring with precipitation iato the castle of 
Carlo V. After mamtaining a bnsk cannonade for nearly two 
hours, the fire of the enemy began to slacken, and by the 
material with which their guns were served, — such as pieces 
of metal, crow-bars, broken bottles, stones, bolts, and bags'of 
nails, — ^we perceived with satisfaction that their ammumtion 
was fast failing. Yet they manned the breach, as if expecting 
an assault immediately ; and, even while exposed to a galling^ 
fire, worked bravely, repairing the damaged wall with fascines, 
bags of sand and wool, stakes, and " chandeliers." They were 
doubtless resolved to meet any escalade with the courage of 
Frenchmen, and with the indomitable valour that d^tin- 
guished all the soldiers of the empire. 

At last the fire on both sides ceased, the clouds of smoke 
curled away from the old towers of Charles V., the bright sun 
shone Joyously on bastion and curtain, and we plainly beheld 
the sad navoc made by the salvoes of our batteries and the 
broadsides of the frigate. 

" Now, Dundas ! * cried Macleod, scrambling out of the 
trenches, " as the gallant Monsieur de Bourmont has given 
over his morning's shooting, and as you know something of 
his lingo, just tie a handkerchief to tne point of your sword, 
and go up and inquire whether or not he means to sur- 
render the place without any more bother? If not, let 
him expect oroken heads to be plenty before tattoo to-- 
night. By heaven! the Eoss-shire BufiTs will dye their 
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tartsuis red in the best blood of bis garrison, brare fellows 
thouffh they be ! " 

" And the terms, colonel P" 

" Such as Frenchmen — such as brave soldiers may accept 
wiHiout dishonour ; but nothing more. Give this my sum- 
mons of unconditional surrender ; and, as they know not of 
the fall of Graeta and Massena's advance, they will no doubt 
yield at discretion." 

With a white handkerchief fluttering from the point of my 
sabre, and having a Corsican bugler in attendance, I departed 
on my mission from the trenches, where more than two hundred 
of our soldiers lay weltering in their blood. Most of their 
wounds being inflicted by cannon-shot, or the explosion of 
bco&bs, were ghastly beyond description. The earthen 
tranches in some places were literamr flooded with gore. 
Kone but those who have seen a man bleed to death from his 
wounds hems left imdressed, can imagine how much blood 
the human frame contains. The ensanguined mud, where 
corpsea, wounded men, fascines, shot, and shell, lay aU min- 
gled together, made our approaches frightful, and I gladly 
Bpftang out and left them benmd me. 

As usual, the morning was beautifrJ; earth and sky were 
bri^t with summer splendour. The sea of Adria shone in 
a }S&ze of yellow li^ht, and the chain of mountains stretching 
away to Isola, the httle white village dotting the sandy beach, 
and the solitary column of Juno Lucinia, afar ofl*, made up a 
channing landscape, the beauties of which my mind was then 
too much occupied to appreciate. To bear a flag of truce is 
an exciting duty, and IT felt my pulses quicken on finding 
myself close under the enemy's cannon, yet warm with the 
heat of their last discharge. As I approached the old for- 
tress, its walls sh&ne gaily in the bnght sunlight ; but the 
blood oozing from the carved stone gargoyles, or spouts, of 
the battlements, told a terrible tale of the liavocmade by our 
shot and shell. 

An ample tricolour waved lazily in the warm breeze, and 
serried lines of bright bayonets glittered over the ramparts, 
while grim faces peered at me tlu*ough the dark embrasures 
and narrow loopiioles of the time-worn walls. The troops 
were formed in rank-entire, with arms shouldered. Poor old 
Bourmont was evidently making the greatest possible display 
of his force. 

When within twenty yards of the gate, the Corsican 
sounded " a parley ;" which was answered by beat of dram 
within the fortress. The rattling drawbridge descended, and 
a wicket opened in the gate, whidi was composed of enormous 
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palisades, cramped and bolted together. (I observed every- 
thing narrowly while they allowed me the use of my eyes.) 
Immediately on stepping through the wicket, we were encir- 
cled by twelve voltigeurs, with fixed bayonets ; and a young 
French officer, saluSig me with his sabre, informed me that 
my eyes must be immediately blindfolded, and my orderly 
conmiitted to close ward in the guard-house. 

" Monsieur," I said, indignantly, " I am, as you see, a staff 
officer in the service of his Britannic majesty, the bearer of 
a despatch to lieutenant-Colonel de Bourmont, and not a 
spy!'^ 

" My orders are strict," he replied, with equal hauteur ; 
" since you have entered the gates, your eyes must be blind- 
folded, or you and the bugler will be made prisoners forth- 
with ! I pledge you my word as a gentleman and soldier, 
that no dishonour will be offered." We shook hands ; the 
Corsican boy was consigned to the care of the barrier guard, 
while my eyes were blmdfolded, and giving me his arm, the 
officer led me away in this ludicrous manner, I knew not 
whither. 

On the bandage being removed, I found myself in a large 
vaulted room of the old castle. It was roofed with stone, 
and I heard the tramp of feet and rumble of gun-slides 
on the bartizan above. The groined arches sprang from 
twelve dilapidated corbels, representing the apostles. A bare 
wooden table, a few chairs and trunks, cloaks and sabres 
hanging on the wall, spurred boots, empty bottles, and cigar- 
bores lying in a comer, constituted the furniture of the room. 
The light streamed into it between the stone mullions and 
corroded iron bars of three deeply-embayed windows, through 
which a view was obtained of the Gulf of Tarento, stretching 
away to the north, and the dark, wooded ridges of La Syla 
to the westward, rising &7e thousand feet above the sea^s 
level. 

Coffee, wine, cigars, French army-lists, Parisian Moniteursy 
and the last grand bidletin, lay on the table, at which De 
Bourmont, a fat but pleasant-looking old man, dressed in a 
blue frogged surtout and scarlet trowsers, with a crimson 
forage-cap, was seated with another officer, at breakfast. 

"Monsieur le Commandant," said the officer who intro- 
duced me, " a flag of truce from the trenches — an officer of 
the enemy." 

"Ah! they have come to terms at last!" said the little 
commandant, nodding with a very satisfied air to the officer 
who sat opposite him ; and then rising, he handed me a chair. 
" Proud to see you, monsieur," he added, uncovering his bald 
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head ; " be seated — the wine i^ close to you. There is Mus- 
oatelle, or, if you like it better, far-famed Lachryma Christi 
and Greoo, from grapes raised on the slopes of Vesuvius. We 
can get these things, you see, notwithstanding that the Scots 
oolonel does push the trenches so vigorously. Mille bombes ! 
ah, what a man he is ! Yes, and we can get that which warms 
our hearts better than even Falemian wine or Greco— eh, 
PepeP" he added, rubbing his nose, and giving a sly glance 
at his morose companion, who intenlly broke the shdl of his 
third egg, without deigning to notice me. 

"WoSd you prefer chocolate to wine, monsieur?" con- 
tiiLued the colonel. "We will talk over matters during 
fareak&st. I am glad you have come to terms — ^very ! " 

I accepted his invitation, but could not resist smilmg at the 
eonnplaoent manner in which the Frenchman spoke of be- 
ne^ears coming to terms with the garrison of a place which 
their cannon md almost reduced to ruins. 

" How did your free Calabrians like the way we scoured 
the trenches the other night?" asked Captain Pepe, while 
handing me coffee. 

*'You taught them a good lesson. The marmalade? 
Thank you. An hour in the trenches has given me quite an 
appetite." 

"And how did your old tub of a frigate, and her fry of 
gxm-boats, like the chain-shot, the cross-bars, and stang-balls 
we favoured them with this morning ?" 

" Monsieur, I did not come here to answer insolent ques- 
tions, but to deliver this despatch to Colonel Bourmont, who, 
I have the pleasure to perceive, is a French officer of the old 
school — a gentleman, and not a Parisian bully." 

A quiet smile spread over Bourmont's face, as he bowed 
and took Macleod's letter ; while Pepe, like a cowed bravo, 
bit his white lips, and glared at me with ill-concealed malice 
and animosity ; but I continued to help myself with perfect 
composure. 

Exasperated by this cutting contempt — " By heaven and 
hell ! " he exclaimed, " were it not that I must hold sacred the 
white flag you carry — ^mille baionettes! — I would cut you 
in two !" and starting from the table, Pepe retired into a re- 
cess of the window, where he affected to observe the saucy 
Amphion, which was riding with her broadside to the shore, 
the union-jack waving from her mizen peak — a strUdng feature 
in the view, but ill-calculated to soothe the wrath of the irri- 
tated Graul. I could read the history of this repulsive man 
in the coarse features and strong lines of his sunburnt visage. 

The French army at that time possessed many such spirits. 
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Baised from the dregs of the people during the anarchy 
which followed the revolution, many of the actors in those 
frightful tragedies and massacres that disgrace the nation 
became — ^rather by the force of circumstances, than their own 
deserts — commanders in the armies of Buonaparte. Savage 
and black-hearted, furious and sour republicans, thus found 
themselves marching beneath the banners of an emperor, 
and some of them obtaining honours in that profession which 
numbers all the kings and princes of Europe among its 
members. But the true Parisian rabble, without one spark 
of the generous spirit of the soldier, were destitute of tbat 
chivalrv which distinguished the old French armies in the 
time of the Bourbons. A knowledge of the men they fought 
against, caused our troops to regara the soldiers of the revo- 
lution with equal detestation and contempt; this latter 
feeling, however, soon became changed when they encoun- 
tered them as the army of Napoleon, who restored France 
to that honourable place among the kingdoms of Europe, 
from which she fell in 1792. The sanguinary rabble who 
hailed with yells of triumph the axe as it descended on the 
neck of the queenly Marie Antoinette — ^who clove in two the 
head of the oeautiful Princess Lamballe, and dragged her 
naked body for days about the kennels of Paris, were for- 
gotten when contemplating the glories of Napoleon, the long 
succession of his victories, the devotion of his soldiers, and 
the chivalric enthusiasm of the old guard. But to proceed. 

De Bourmont looked over Macleod*s letter in various ways, 
but could make nothing of it ; upon which he asked me to 
translate it. So far as I can remember, it ran thus : — 

" Trenches before Crotona, July, 1806. 
** Sib, — Further resistance on your part being now in vain, 
I give you until sunset to send away aU the women and 
chfldren ; after which, if the citadel be not surrendered, your 
garrison shall be buried in its ruins. 

" I have the honour to be, &c. &c., 
" Petee Macleod, lieut.-Col. 

" Commanding Eoss-shire Buffs." 
" Lieut.-Col. De Boubmont, 
" Knt. Grand Cross of the Iron Crown, 
" and Commandant of Crotona." 

" Siir ma vie ! " said the little colonel, reddening with in- 
dignation, and turning up his eyes on hearing this blunt 
message. " Poof! what say you to this, Pepe, my boy P" 

" Guerre a mort ! " growled the polite Captain Pepe. 
'* Bedieu ! I would slit the bearer's nose, and send him back 
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to the writer, as a fittinff answer. Or what think you to 
fiTunmon a file of the guard, and cry a la lanteme, as of old P 
Mille bombes ! I have served many an English prisoner so 
in Holland ; but that was in the days of Sobespierre." 

"Halt! silence, monsieur!" said Bourmont, angrily; 
** remember that you are among the soldiers of Napoleon 
the First, not the rabble of the faubourgs of Paris." The 
captain bit his nether lip and again retired to ihe window, 
while the colonel continued : — 

« I shaU not surrender ; having good reasons for fighting 
to the last : and you, monsieur — ^monsieur " 

" Dundas " — i suggested. 

" Ah ! Dimdas ; yes ; pardon me. You are too much of a 
soldier not to be aware of them." 

" Colonel, I know not to what you refer. Greneral Eegnier 
has taken up a position at Cassano, from which he will inevi- 
tably be driven with immense slaughter by the chiefs of the 
Masse and the leaders of the brigands, who are all drawing 
to a head in that direction ; so from him you can expect no 
succour. Monteleone by this time must have yielded to Colonel 
Oswald ; and, Scylla excepted, every fortress has opened its 
sates to us. Of a force of 9,000 men who encountered us at 
Siaida, 3,000 only march under the standard of Eegnier. In 
the upper province, your troops have melted away oefore the 
Italians alone. Our shipping cut off all retreat by sea, our 
troops by land. You must capitulate; resistance will be 
madness, and a useless sacrifice of your brave soldiers; 
therefore, permit me to entreat you to think weU over the 
answer which I am to bear to an antagonist so fiery and deter- 
mined as Macleod." 

" Monsieur aide-de-camp, I thank you for the advice ; but 
I hope French solders will not be cowed by Scot or English- 
man," said the colonel. " Eemember, that in the service of 
the emperor, to be unfortunate oTice is to be for ever lost. 
Do you pretend ignorance of the fact that Graeta was 
surrendered lately T)y the prince of Hesse Philipstadt to 
Massena, who is now pushing on to our relief, and is by this 
time within a short day's march of Eegnicr's position at 
Cassano P" 

" I know that the strong fortress of Graeta has surrendered, 
after a gallant resistance," I replied, equally surprised and 
chagrined that he too was aware of the circumstance ; " but 
whoever informed you that Marshal Massena was in the 
frontiers of Calabria Citra, told that which is false ! His division 
is still at Gaeta, neai'ly two hundred milea from Cassano." 

"Then I have been deceived!" exclaimed Bourmont^ 
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bitterly. This intelligence seemed to fall upon him like a 
thunderbolt. After a little reflection, he said, " Monsieur, if 
you pledge me your word of honour that the marshal is so 
far on, 1 will yield Crotona within an hour, reserving per- 
mission for thie garrison to march out (through the raeach, 
if we choose) with all the honours of war — with bag and 
baggage, colours flying, and drums beating — the officers, of 
course, retaining tkeir swords, and the whole force to be 
permitted to march to the camp of Cassano without £strther 
hostility." 

" Impossible, monsieur ! who can answer for the barbarous 
banditti and lawless soldiery of the Masse P Bemember the 
escape of Monteleone, and the massacre of his regiment at 
LaSyla!" 

"True, true!" he muttered, bitterly. "M(mi Dieu! we 
are but a handful ! " 

" As a gentleman, as an officer, I pledge you my word, 
colonel, tluit Massena's division has not yet left even the 
Terra di Lavoura." 

" Enough, monsieur ; Crotona is lost ; and with it the 
faithful services of many an arduous year ! Arcole, Lodi, 
Mareng;o— O my God !" ne covered his face with his hand 

" Gmeu I ho I ho ! " croaked the voice of the everlasting 
hunchback, as he emerged from a recess in the thick wal£ 
where he had been coued up, imseen by me. " I tell you, 
Signer Colonello, that the prince of Sivoli's advanced guard 
was at Latronico, in Basilicata, three days since ! " 

" Now, by heavens ! crookback agam, and here even ! " 
I exclaimed, bestowing a black look on Truffi, whose flsdse 
assertions were calculated to stagger De Bourmont. " This 
•wretch, then, is the channel of your intelligence, monsieur P 
If my pride would permit me condescendmg so far as to 
defend myself against the idle contradictions of such a 
despicable opponent, I have in my sabretache a letter which 
proves where the marshal was three days ago. It was found 
among the papers of an officer killed by a cannon-shot, when 
our fleet fired on £egnier*s line of march by the Adriatic." 

"A letter; bravissimo!" croaked Gaspare, while he 
snapped his fingers like castanets, and grinned so hideously 
that I burst into a fit of laughter. " Gbieu ! Era scritto in 
tempo del scirpcco ! " (Fie ! it was written in time of the 
sirocco). 

" No, Signer Canonico, you mistake," observed Captain 
P^e, who could not resist giving us the vulgar Italian joke. 
" The letter, I have no doubt, was indited at the trenches 
yonder, and may be right after all. You know that a pig and 
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on JEnglishman are the only a-nimalfl insensible to the effects 
a£ the sirocco." 

** Excellent," roared the hunchback, his hump heaving 
with laughter. 

" Captain Pepe will oblige me by retiring to his quarters, 
and Era Gaspare by quitting the room," said De Bourmont> 
indignaiitlj. " In my presence, no British officer shall be 
wantonly insulted. Montai^e, send here the Captain de 
Yiontessancourt ; I will confer with him on this matter." 

Pepe and Truffi disappeared together, andMontaigne, the 
officer who had introduced me, and who had hitherto remained 
silent^ in a few minutes ushered in a tall elderly man» — one 
of those kindly-looking old fellows that sain one's good-will 
at £rst sigiht. Qe wore a light green imi^rm, and the medaJB. 
on his breast, together with the keen, determined expression 
of his eye, announced him a thorough soldier; wnile his 
piditenessand urbanity declared him to be everr way the reverse 
of Mr. Pepe ; in fact, he was one of those hign-mmded cheva* 
liers of old fVance who had weathered the sanguinary storm 
of the revolution. His hair was white as snow ; and he 
seemed to be about sixty years of age. Bourmont introduced 
him to me, saying — 

** Captain de Yiontessancourt, 23rd voltigeurs of the em- 
peror— ^Lieutenant Dundas, of the British service. My friend 
Yiontessancourt has grown grey imder his harness ; and with 
him I will consult on this matter ; it is useless to ask counsel 
of any of my other officers, whose continual ciy is * guerre 
^mort!'" 

Giving me a file of Monitev/rs to peruse, and pushing a 
brace of decanters towards me, he drew the tall chevalier into 
one of the deep-recessed windows, where they remained in 
earnest confab for nearly half an hour. Bourmont then seated 
himself at the table at which I was sitting, and wrote to 
Madeod, offering to surrender the citadel, if the garrison 
were permitted to evacuate it with the honours of war, and 
march, without molestation to the Erench camp at Cassano. 
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To this proposal Macleod was half inclined to accede ; but 
the captain of the frigate, a sturdy and impatient sailor, whom 
he consulted on the occasion, advised his accenting of nothing 
bat an unconditional surrender. The colonel, who perfectlyr 
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nnderstood the ptmctilious ideas of military honour which 
animated De Bourmont, was inclined to spare that gallant 
Frenchman the disgrace of a complete capitulation ; but yet, 
being resolved to get possession of Crotona, he had recourse 
to a curious militwy quibble, which has been resorted to on 
more than one occasion ; particularly when Greneral Ferrand, 
in 1793, surrendered the town of Valenciennes to our troops, 
under H.E.H. the duke of York. 

I returned to the citadel with Macleod's answer, and the 
high-spirited Bourmont, yielding to the pressure of circum- 
stances, was obUged to consent to the dictated terms : these 
were — ^that his tixK)ps should march forth from the gates of 
Crotona, with all the insignia of military parade to the banks 
of the Esaro, where, at a given place, they were to halt, pile 
arms, yield themselves prisoners of war ; surrendering arms, 
colours, drums, cannon, and everything, except their baggage. 
After some troublesome diplomacy, andjoumeying to and fro 
between the trenches and the citadel, I got tne whole affair 
arranged, and the articles of capitulation signed and sealed by 
both commanders, within an hour of sunset, by which time 
Bourmont's garrison was paraded, for the last time, in heavy 
marching order, and ready to evacuate the place. 

The sun was setting benind the mountains when the frigate 
fired a gun ; and betore the white smoke had curled away 
through her lofty rigging, the tricolour had descended from 
the ramparts of Crotona. The gates were thrown open, and 
the drawbridge descended with a clatter across the ditch. 

" It is the signal-gun : they come now !" cried Macleod, as 
he leaped on his horse. ** IVur. Dundas, the brigade will come 
to * attention* and 'shoulder.' Drumlugas," he added, ad- 
dressing a strong, broad-chested, and red-whiskered captain 
of his regiment, ** march your company to the gates, ana the 
moment the last Frenchman has left them, hoist the standard. 
But, in the first place, march in and receive over the posts." 

The tall captain touched his bonnet, and giving the order — 
" Grenadiers, threes right, quick march ;" his company, with 
the band in front, marched up to the guard-house, where the 
French guard was under arms ; and where, aft^er all the usual 
formula, the whole of the sentries and posts were relieved by 
the Highlanders. 

After delivering Macleod*s order to the different battalions 
of his brigade, I selected from the ranks of the Calabrese corps, 
Luca Labbruta (or blubber-lipped Luke), a ferocious followerof 
Santugo, to watch for GraspareTruffi (who, not being a French 
subject, was not included m the capitulation), and to seize the 
hunchback the moment the garrison marched out. He 
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touched liis knife with, a grim smile of intelligence, and 
lefkime. 

The Britwh forces, consisting of the 78th Highlanders, les 
GhasaeurB Britanniqnes, a small party of artillerj, and the 
xnaiines of tiie Amphion, formed two lines from the gate, facing 
inwards, and throngh this lane the garrison of Ciratona were 
to mazch. In the rear were drawn np the ranks of the free 
corps* seowimg darklj, and handling tneir murderous poniards 
witiL a sienmess of mtent and ferocity of manner which de* 
dared how little tJiey rdished tiie modem laws of war, or 
understood tiiat chivalric courtesy which brave men may yield 
iio each other with, honour, and which the soldiers of Britain and 
Eranoecan ao well appreciate. Behind these dark-yisaged batta- 
lioiis crowded the people of Crotona ; while every window, nook, 
sad oomer, were filled with faces, eager to get a glimpse of 
.iiieir dreaded enemies, on whom they showered m^edictions 
and abuse without cessation. The picturesque costumes of 
flie crowd lent additional interest to the scene ; the madonna- 
libs profileB of the women, shaded by their linen head-dresses 
ftllinir gzaoefbllj on the shoulders, or crowned by luxuriant 
diurknair, aecored by a gilt arrow, agreeably contrasted with 
the aspect of the weU-mustachioed contadino, grim and swart, 
iialf bandit and half peasant, clad in his shaggy doublet and 
high hat^ flsontmg with ribands and the red cockade of Eer* 
dinand TV. j a dagger and horn in his belt, and l^e lon^ rifle 
sloped an bis shomder, as we see him depicted in the spirited 
etoliings of KoMdli. llie buflalo herdsman with his long pole 
or gli&rinff oz-goad, the bearded canon with dark robes and 
aharen sca^, am a thousand other striking figures made up a 
•scene sncb as a painter or romancer would love. A battahon 
of the Chasseurs Britanniques — a corps composed of men of 
every natum— were drawn up opposite the Boss-shire Bufis, 
tiie garb of the latter nearly resembling that of the imperial 
legirais whose swords had laid all Europe and part of Asia at 
me feet of Bome. 

Eillini^np thebackground of this novel and picturesque scene, 
on one side rose the dark citadel, with its heavy ramparts and 
maooiolatedlMittlements, in the style of the middle ages ; on the 
other, lay the little Italian town, with its balconies, verandahs, 
and terraces — ^its flat roofs of w€>od or tile, and its little square 
towers, open on four sides, and covered with broad projecting 
zoofs-^one half in light, the other in deep shadow, as the 
setting -sun poured its ruddy lustre from the summits of the 
distant hills. Beneath the castled rocks shone the glassy gulf, 
jfhae capQ and headland, breasting the rolling waves, stretched 
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away to the horizon in dim perspectiye, till the soft bhie of 
the^ ocean blended with that of the evening sky, and Bome 
white shadowy sail alone indicated the line wnere air and 
ocean met. 

Immediately after the gnn was fired from the Amphion, the 
French drams were heard beating, and the garrison came forth, 
about six hundred strong ; having two field-pieces in front, 
with two tumbrils of ammunition, and two of baggage. They 
marched in subdivisions, with bayonets fixed, the right in fron^ 
the field officers mounted, with colouxe flying and brass drums 
beating ; the gunners carried their linstoelu lighted at both 
ends, and a ball was placed in the mouth of each piece of 
ordnance. Their Umt wsemble was peculiarly service-like and 
soldierly ; their dark greatcoats enlivened by red worsted 
epaulettes and scarlet trousers, and the bear-sldn caps sur- 
mounting bronaed visages with rough, wiry mustachios. 
Many of them were veterans of the empire, with hair grey as 
their goatskin knapsacks. The hoarse rattle of their brass 
llrums, the sharply sonorous trumpets and clashing cymbals 
—-a not xmharmcmious clangour of metallic music — loudly re- 
sounding as they marched Sirough the archway of the citadel, 
lent admtional spirit to the scene, as ther advanced with all 
the order and steadiness of a review on the Champ de Mars. 
Their bayonets, brass-feruled musket-barrels, and the gilt 
eagles on their caps, gleamed in the rays of the setting sun, 
and the heavy silken tricolour flapped in the breeze, as it was 
up-borne above the marching column by Bourmont's only 
son, a mere boy, fitter for his mother's side than the harrowing 
scenes of war. 

** Portez vos armes !" cried Bourmont, lowering his sabre 
on passing the first stand of colours. 

" Briffa^e— present arms!" answered Madeod, with a voice 
loud and clear as a trami>et ; and our double line *' presented," 
jbhe ofi^rs in front saluting with their swords, while^our bands 
struck up the grand natiomd air of the Bourbons, " Vive Henri 
Quatre. ThelVenchwouldpeiiiapshavepreferredthe"march*' 
of JSTapoleon ; but I perceived a flush cross the face of the old 
Chevuier de Yiontessanoourt, when the first burst of the air 
fell upon his ear. The animosity on both sides had evapo- 
rated ; our hearts were full, and the generous "hurrah so 
hard to be restrained, rose to every man's lips as the French* 
men passed us. 

The moment the last file had cleared our ranks, we ** should* 
dered arms ;" and, followed by a wing of the Buffs — ^to wevent 
the revengeful Calabriaos from assaulting them— the French 
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continued their mardbi to the Tomb of Croton (whidi, as old 
Ovid tells US, was the origin of the ci^), where, by the articles 
of capitulation, they were to be deprived of all their xnilitarr 
insignia. Madeod, with the remainder of his brigade, tool 
possession of the citadel, marching in with the Am^hion'f 
.marines in front ; the r^ht being t& post Of honour ^ienerally 
assi^ed to that maritmie corps. Drumlugas hoisted the 
British flag, which was saluted By the heavy ordnance of the 

a ate thundering over the still waters of the gulf, while the 
oes of the Strada Larga were yet ringing to the music of 
the French band. 

The Maltese knight, the duca di Ba^nara^ and cavaliere 
del Castagno, mounted on true Neapolitan steeds-^small* 
strong, compact, large-headed, and bull-necked, perfect pro- 
totypes of the horses in ancient Soman bassi-relievi — brought 
up the rear with tiiieir battalions of the free corps, which imme<- 
diately broke ranks, and dispersed over the f<»rtress in seardk 
of plunder ; we had the utmost difSculty in rescuing from 
their bayonets and dageers the numerous wounded soldiers 
whom Be Bonmont hi! left behind. 

On reaching a pile of ruins called by tradition the Tomb of 
Croton, and situated near the banks of the ^saris of the 
ancients, the French troops halted and piled arms ; the officer? 
dismounting, and the whole marching to a certain distance 
from the stands of muskets, they surrendered their cannon, 
colours, and drums, without scatne or damage, to the Eoss- 
shire Bufls, commanded by Major Ferintosh. It was an 
humiliating act ; but the honour of France was saved — ^the 
garrison having, in the frillest sense of the term, marched out 
with " the honours of war." 

The swords of the officers were restored to them, and, with 
the sddiers, thejr were permitted to retain their baggage ; but 
the whole were immediately embarked on hoardtlie Amphioth 
•where they were in safe enough keeping within " ihe wooden 
walls of old England." They were sent to Messina; but 
were soon after exchanged, and transmitted by cartel to 
France. 

Fra Graspare — ^whom I was now more than ever ea^er to 
capture, having discovered that he acted the treble part of 
spy, assassin, and traitor — ^was not to be found withm the 
ifortress. AU the e£fbrts of Luca Labbruta, who, encouraged 
by my promised reward, searched every nook and comer of 
the fortress — ^the secret passages, stair-turrets, cells, and dun- 
geons (the architect had provided enough of them all)— were 
in vain. I was provoked by his wanjb of soooess, Xb^hwu^ 
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back certainly had not come forth when the garrison marched 
thronjgh the gates ; and I conld not feel quite at ease under 
the idea that this vindictive miscreant might still be lurking 
in one of the numerous holes or hiding-places in the old 
citadel. 

A writer on Italy remarks, that it is a national trait of the 
Oalabrian provincials to be inflamed with the deadliest ani- 
mosity against any person who discovers or reveals their 
secret viflany. I was well aware of this, and knew that 
Graspare Truffi was to be dreaded, rather than despised. But 
Cavaliere Benedetto soon discovered that De Bourmont, who 
found the little wretch useful as a spy, had connived at his 
escape in one of the covered waggons. 

" I knew that he was not within the citadel," said Bene- 
detto ; " my fellows have searched every hole that would hide 
«ven a mouse : not a place between bartizan and dungeon- 
floor has escaped them ; and I could have sworn by our 
Mother of Loretto, — ay, and the miraculous grot of Capri, to 
boot, — ^that they would find him. But, per Baccho 1 we shall 
have the cursed gnome in our clutches some other time ; and 
meanwhile, signor, consider yourself safe.*' 

" I am surprised at beinj^ so fortunate in escaping his 
malice so long ! He has had so many opportunities, when a 
shot " 

** No, no, signor," said Castagno, waving his hand disap- 
provingly; "I may say, with something akin to national 
vanity, tnat a Calabrian — though monks and scholars will teU 
you that he is but a mongrel of Greek, Latin, Lombard, and 
caracen blood — can strike with his poniard surely and deeply 
at close quarters, but would scorn the act of shooting even his 
bitterest enemy from a distance." 

" Our friend, the friar is an exception to this rule : I have 
had ocular demonstration of the fact. It is cowardly assassi- 
nation any way, — ^a distinction without a difference. 

''But old superstition has rendered it the fashion now- 
a-days," herejomed, with a jaunty, careless air, as, bowing, he 
re^aced his cigar, and left me. 

That night we had a joyous househeating in the citadel. 
Our foragers came unexpectedly upon a stock of choice old 
wine, which De Bourmont had oeen reserving in some of the 
cool, dark cellars, — ^probably for his own particular use. He 
had, doubtless, come by them as lightly as we did, his soldiers 
Having plundered every house in and about Crotona. But 
Macleod, his successor, set the casks abroach^ and the wine 
flowed 110 from a fountain. 
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His own officers, accnstomed to the potent aqua vitee of their 
natire hills, were seasoned topers, and imbibed the juice of 
the " Tuscan grape," and the light wines of Cyprus and Sicily, 
as if it were water ; but most of the Chasseurs Britanniques, 
and the Anvphions men, lay beneath the table when the 
morning sun peeped in upon the scene of their orgies. 



CHAPTEE XVIII. 

AKOTHEB DESPATCH. 

Ok the evening of the next day, Macleod put into my hand 
a despatch for the general, contaming an account of the cap* 
ture of Crotona, with a list of the prisoners, stores, and casual- 
ties. With this document I had to set out forthwith for the 
castle of Scylla, where Sir John Stuart, with the brigade of 
Colonel Oswald, was pushing the siege in person against a 
French garrison, which made a most resolute defence. The 
French soldiers were commanded by the marchese di Monte- 
leone, who, by some unaccountable means, had passed the 
piquets of the Masse, and contrived to reach the fortress from 
the distant camp at Cassano ; his known bravery well entitled 
him to assimie the command. 

At first I was chagrined at the idea of a journey of more 
than a hundred miles, throiigh such an extraordinarv country ; 
but, understanding that JV&rco of Castelermo haa offered to 
be my guide and companion by the way (and on my return, 
if necessary), I looked forward to the long ride as a probable 
source of pleasant and exciting adventures ; for every day 
brought forth something new and stirring during our cam- 
paign in these turbulent provinces, and every rood of ground 
over which we marched was rich in the recollections of the 
past. 

The morning ^un aroused me next day by dawn, and with 
alacrity I quitted my couch, which consisted of nothing more 
luxurious tnan a wooden bench and my horse-cloak. 

Through the open iron lattice, the brightening east ^ave 
promise of another glorious ItaHan day ; a cold, grey light 
spread over the sky, distinctly revealmg the most distant 
points of the scenery, even so far as the peaks of Santa Seve- 
rina (famous for that wine which Pliny of old so much com- 
mended), and the little city of Strongoli, perched on the 
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Bninmit of a lofty motmtam, rising xtp abraptlj from the shores 
of the Ionian Sea. The stm was yet far below the horizon, 
and the streets of Crotcma, the darlc courts, and blood-stained 
walls of the citadel, were yet gloomy, silent, and still. 
Masses of shattered masonry* splmters of shells, scattered 
shot, broken ^rm-carriages, with here and there a corpse 
which our fatigue-parties had not yet removed, and coagu- 
lated pools of blood, crusted on the pavement of platform and 
parapet, yet met the eye, attesting the valour of the garrison 
and the slaughter of the siege. With his plaid and feathers 
fluttering on the breeze, a sentiiiel of the Eoss-shire Bufls 
trod to and fro by the flag-staff; and the hour being earlv, 
and no one stirring,.he chanted a song, to cheer his lonely 
post ; he sang of aland which had more charms for him than 
oright Ausonia, and his thoughts were amid the pathless 
glens and savage solitudes of Soss. 

The clatter of hoofs on the pavement, as our horses were 
led into the court, and the ajypearance of the tall figure of il 
cavaliere di Malta, muffled m an ample black cloak with a 
i9carlet cross, and booted and sparred for the road, made me 
Imrrv forth to meet him. 

"Ifow, signor,** said Marco, as he put his foot in the 
stirrup, " loci well to your girths and pistols, for we may 
have often to trust more to our horses' heels and a flying shot 
than to downright valour. Many a mile of wild wood, deep 
morass, mountein gorge, and dfesert plain, must be passed 
between this and ScyUa, and it is veiy unlikelv that we shall 
be permitted to travel so far without hairing a orawl of some 

" I trust your provincial gentlemen of the road will not find 
us quite unprepared, at all events,** said I, leaping into my 
saddle, and examining my holsters. 

"Basta! for myseu I care little, being able to keep any 
man at arm's length ; but in a gorge likeXa Syla, hedged hy 
the rifles of a thousand bandiUi, the wisest policy is to take 
ofl* one's hat. The country through which we must pass 
swarms with the followers of Scaroll^ FrI, Diavolo, Benincasa, 
Gaetano Mammone, and, lastly, the terrible Francatripa, the 
king of St. Eufemio." 

** And on each ci these matchless vagabonds the court of 
Palermo has bestowed the star of St. Constantino and a 
colonel's commissicm !" 

" On all, save the horrible Scarolla."" 

" But Francatripa is said to be chivalrous and brave, aad a 
perfect hero of romance, though a mountain robber.*' 
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'* You may chance to find him on incarnate fiend!" said 
Castelermo, as we rode off: "a.j, worse than a fiend, if it 
snits his humour ; and as for cmyatrj, basta I I cannot see 
any in a bearded capobandito, with Satan in his heart, and a 
belt ronnd him, garnished with poniards and pistols. Yet 
iEVancatripa's actions are formed aner a noble model ; it is his 
greatest pride to be considered like poor Marco Sciarra, 
r^ della Campagna." 

** JELe was a prince among Italian bandits ! I remember 
having read that once, in the mountains of Abrozzo, his band 
plundered a poor waj&rer^ whom they bound with cords, and 
brought before him. 

" * Well, signor,' said the robber king, ' what are youP' 

" * Only a poor poet, Messer Marco.* 

" ' Good i' repHed the other, his frown relaxing. ' Your 
nameP' 

" * Torquato Tasso, of Sorrento.' 

" 'What I the author of ' 

" * Gierusalemme Liberata,' siud the prisoner, bowmg pro* 
foundly. A shout of acclamation burst from the band, and 
the 'kmg of the open country' knelt on the sod, kissed the 
hand of the poet, and, restoring to him his baggage, escorted 
him in person beyond the dangerous passes of me mountains." 

" All this, and much more, I have heard in the nursery ; 
but as neither of us happen to be a Tasso, and king Marco 
has long since gone to the shades, any adventure we may 
have with his successors and imitators wiU not terminate so 
pleasantly. Look there, signor, and behold a competition of 
minstrels ! Hark ! we shaQ hear nmsic equalling the pipe of 
x[ermes 1" 

Under the vine-coTered verandah of a cantina, sat six or 
eight of the Chasseurs Britanniques and Free Calabrians, who, 
hy the red appearance of their eyes, had evidently been cap 
rousing all night, and were yet dreaming over their half- 
drained flagons; while the empty jars, cards, and dice, 
■scattered on the board, informed us that they had enjoyed the 
night so merrily that they were not yet inclmed to separate. 

An itinerant performer on the zampogna, or Itaban baff- 

Eipe, was playing for the entertainment of the drowsy revM- 
srs, when a ^antic Scot, in dark tartan, one of Macleod's 
regimental pipers, passed by, on his way to the Strada Larga, 
.to play a rouse for the soldiers billeted there. Stopping before 
■the cantina, the Scottish piper surveyed with surprise and 
curiosity the little chanter and inflated skin of the Calabrian's 
primitive bogp^ ; while, at the music of this feeble reed, the 
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face of the Highlander gradnallj contracted, from a ludicrous 
expression of wonder, to a formidable scowl of Gftelic con- 
tempt. He threw the three long drones of the great war- 
pipe oyer his left shoulder, and puffing up its mighty bag, in 
an instant poured forth the wild northern pibroch of the race 
of Seaforth. The strange variations and tremendous din of 
the Highland bagpipe astounded the poor little zampognatore, 
whose notes were lost amid the shnll and sonorous tempest 
which poured forth so volubly from the pipe of the High- 
lander, whom he regarded for a time with a droll look of 
silent wonder, and then slank away, retreating backwards, 
while his stalwart rival strode after mm, taking step for step, 
and blowing fiercely, as he literally '* walked into " the dis- 
comfited Italian. 

Discordant as the " war-note*' of clan Xenneth must have 
been to the nice Italian ear of Castelermo, he would fain have 
stayed to listen ; but his fiery Neapolitan horse had no such 
inclination ; after snorting and prancing, it set ofi* at a speed 
which soon lefl far behind the towers and ramparts of 
Crotona. 

During the cool morning, our ride was a very pleasant one, 
xis the road lay through a level part of the country, covered 
with rich crops, and studded with little villages and olive 
groves, interspersed with lofty elms, and clumps of pale-green 
willow overhanging gurgling rivulets ; but the scene ch^ged 
as we penetrated among the mountains, where we rode on for 
miles without encountering a human being, save perhaps 
some smoke-begrimed charcoal-burner, or bandit-like peasant, 
in pursuit of the red deer, which abound in those wild places. 
At times the road wound between the green and solitary hills, 
through gorges like the bed of a dried-up river, where the 
rocks frowned grimly, rising up on each side, like walls of 
basalt or iron ; but they were not devoid of beauty, for in 
their clefts flourished the daphne and the rhododendron, blue 
monk's hood, pink foxglove, and the whortleberry; while 
-the bronze masses of dark Italian pines shed their sombre 
influence over the scene from the summit of the clifls above. 

The scorching heat soon compelled us to take shelter in 
the hut of a shepherd during the sultry noon. We met hini 
•on the lonely mountains witli his flock of goats, the tinkle of 
whose brass bells awoke the echoes of ihe hollow valley 
whence they were ascending. He walked lazily in fron^ 
playing drowsily on the zampogna, and the herded flock fol- 
lowed m close order behind, drawn after lum eitiier by the 
charms of his pipe, or by the dread of a sharp-nosed sheep- 
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dog, with long white hair, who formed the rearguard, and 
watched his neecy charge, with red, ferret-like eyes. His 
poor cabin conld afford us nothing more than a morsel of 
coarse cake, a handM of oUves, and the manna, or concealed 
dew, which in the morning is gathered on the mulberry-leaves 
in Calabria ; in lieu of wine, we had a draught of the limpid 
water that gurgled from a rustic fount, supplying the duct, or 
hollowed tree, that lay before the door, and was half buried 
in the turf, for the convenience of his flock. 

The shepherd was clad in a doublet and waistcoat of rough, 
undressed skins, with the wool outside, fastened by ties of 
thong or horn buttons; red cotton breeches, and a broad-leafed 
hat of plaited straw, adorned with a clay image of the Ma- 
donna ; long uncombed locks waved in sable masses on his 
brawny breast and muscular neck, which, like his legs and 
feet, were sunburnt and bare ; a pouch and knife hung at his 
ffir(Ue, and his face, which, perhaps, had never been touched 
by a razor, was fringed by a short and thick black beard. In 
ideas and manners, he was, perhaps, little different from the 
shepherds who inhabited these very mountains when the 
trumpets of Hannibal awoke their echoes ; only he prayed 
not to " thundering Jove," but to Madonna, believed in the 
miracles of St. Hugh and the holy Eufemio, instead of the 
amours and valorous deeds of Pan, and kept Lent in lieu of 
the iMpercalia of the Latins. 

** Everything here seems centuries behind northern Italy, 
in the march of civilization," I observed to my friend and 
cicerone. 

" Truly we have got amongst fauns and satyrs here," repHed 
Castelermo, as he <&ank from a pitcher of cold water wifli no 
very satisfied air. " Basta ! was the Arcadia of Virgil like 
this P Hark you. Signer Menalcas (if that be your name), 
does not the villa Beicastro lie somewhere near these wild 
mountains P" 

" Yes, illustrissimo," replied the poor rustic, quite abashed 
by the hauteur of the Maltese knight ; " about a league beyond 
the Tacina, among the wooded hms." 

"Good! I hope we shall procure better quarters and 
entertainment than this poor den can afford." 

" I have been often plundered by the French marauders* 
signer," said the goatherd, humbly. 

" And this viUa Beicastro ; do you know the way to it P" 

"Yes, Sigpor Cavaliere; but a thousand golden ducats 
would not bribe me to be your guide thither ! " 

•'Why so, fool P" 
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'<Mj shcmlderBadie at the recollectioii of the scurlada. 
The cavaliere di Belcastro— " 

"Has a very bad name in the neighbourhood. Ah! I 
heard that even at Palermo. And io. Signer Sylvanus " 

" 3fy name is Henzo Grolle," said the herd, angrily. " The 
sbirri at the villa allow no one to approach witmn rifle-shot 
of the gates ; as the noble signer makes the French war a 
pretext for many an act <^ oppression. I was scourged like 
a mnle for leading a poor monk of Cassano there a few days 
ago; and yet, perlnps, he proved no nnwekome gaest 
Whom think you he was, iUustrissimoP Why, the great 
marchese di M<nLteleone in disguise, and on his way to 
Scylla! Madonna! I discovered that afterwards, when he 
was beyond the reach of my knife ! His excellenza of Bel- 
castro can act the robber, as well as the king of St. Eufemio. 
But, perhaps, the less I say the safer for myself, and I tmst> 
to your honour in bdng scatheless for what I have said 
already. His dungeons are deep, and I am but a poor 
peasant, wh(»n he might crush by a word." 

" At this age of the world, can such things be P" asked I, 
touched by the poor man's terror and humility. " A devil of 
a feUow, this ; we will pay him a visit out of pure spite^ 
What say you, Signor Marco P" 

"By aHl means," rephed the cavalier, as we took the road 
again. " His sbirri will scarcely dare to fire go. me ; and we 
can make our quarters good in the king's name. Basta ! let 
Signor Belcastro look to himself, if swords are drawn ; I be- 
lieve I have met him before, and if my suspicions are just, X 
shall not spare steel on him." 

" There is, then, some story connected with him P" 

*' And to the old tune, — ^Italian jealousy. He is said to be 
married to a beautiful Neapolitan, whom he espoused during a 
sudden love-fit; but in consequence of some trifling a£uiir 
when residing at Yenice during the carnival, he became in- 
flamed with jealousy 4 like an old-fashioned husband of the 
'Ancient Tales/ and poniarded an officer of the Dogale 
guard. Bringing his lady into this wild country, he has ever 
since kept her a elose prisoner, and held himself in such strict 
seclusion, that his residence was unmolested l^ the French, 
but only because it was unknown to them ; or perhaps he is 
an ally ; for Buonaparte, anxious to root out from Italy the 
last traces of the feudal system, has given Begnier orders to 
demolish every castle and fortified vilhi in the Calabrias. In 
one of these ancient dwellings, which can easily be made a 
strong place for defence, Belcastro keeps his beautiful wife a 



▲BOTHXR DESPATCH. 139 

close captive. I doubt not but sbe has been perfidious ; in 
the course of my intrigues with the sex, I have found more 
than one woman so ! " 

''I have always heard, si^or, that you were somewhat 
too sarcastic on the good faith of your dark-eyed country- 
women." 

'' 3y Sant Eimo ! I hare cause to be so/' he replied, while 
his dark brows contracted, as tiiey always did wnen he was 
in the least excited, and his eyes sparkled fire from beneath 
the shade oi his black velvet baretta, or forage-cap, which 
was adorned wiiJi the Maltese cross, and the letters I. H. S* 
in red enamel. " There was a time," he continued, half com- 
Braning with hinueU; " when I wa. the gayest cavalier on ike 
Gorso of Naples, or the Marina of Palermo. It was generally 
allowed that none dressed more gaily, rode more gracefully, 
played and drank more deeply, thim. Marco of CSustelermo* 
No man's opinion went fiurther in all matters of taste, fashion, 
or dissipation, whether it was given on a new coUection of 
anti^es or paintinfipB, a choice of wines, a race-horse, a new 
carnage, or me belle of the season. My word was a fiat in 
the faahionable world. Basta ! I vaa not then a commander 
of Malta. Grod and St. Jdm forgive me ! if it was rather in 
a sinful spirit of revenge and ch^in, than a holy sentimeiit 
of veneration and religion, that 1 girded on the sword and 
mantle of that most sacred brotherhood. There is a pleasure, 
a morbid one though it be, in telling one's griefs ; and since 
yea have half acknowledged to me your passion for the fair 
cousin of my fri^ad Santago " (I had. never told this sharp* 
sighted Italian a word abcait it), *'l should not behave with 
more reserve to you.** 

He paused for a moment ; <dd recollections, hmg forgotten 
but enee-cherished sentiments, hopes and fears, arose in quidc 
array before him, and his dark and noble features became 
flushed, as with that Hvety frankness which so often charac* 
terizes the better classes of his countrymen, he ccmmienoed 
as follows. 
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CHAPTEE XIX. 

KABBATITE OF CASTELEBMO. 

It was in the cimrcli of the Holy Spirit at Naples, during 
Tespers, tliat I first beheld Despina Tignola, then in the first 
year of her novitiate. It is said tlmt the beauty of our 
Italian women soon fades ; it may be so : I am no traveller, 
and cannot judge; but all must acknowledge that their 
charms, while they last, are often truly dazzling. Suph were 
Despina's. To me she seemed a personification of all that is 
lovely in woman; her bright brown hair was gathered up 
behind, in many an ample braid, while a mass of glossy ring- 
lets clustered round her high, pale forehead, and waved on her 
fair neck. A robe of white satin fell in deep broad folds 
around her figure, leaving her polished shoulders and taper 
arms uncovered, from the braceleted wrist to the dimpled 
elbow. The graces of her person were displayed to the 
utmost advantage by the richness of her attire ; for it was 
not the custom of the fashionable convent of Santo Spirito to 
robe the novices in the grim paraphernalia of the cloister ; 
until the vows were taken^ they always appeared at mass 
in full dress. 

Despina was formed for love and life, not for the nun's 
veil and cloistered cell, to which, according to a custom too 
common in Italian families, she had been vowed in infancy by 
her parents. It was my fate to love her passionately and 
truly, when few others would have dared to look impurely 
upon the affianced bride of heaven— one from her childhood 
vowed to Madonna. She was an orphan, and her guardians 
— an avaricious aunt, and Ser Vignola, a rascally notary of 
the Strada di Toledo— to procure the reversion of her httle 
patrimony, kept before her continually the enormity of not 
fulfilling the vows of her parents. 

In Italy, one is more prone to fall in love at church than 
any other place ; this may perhaps account for the numerous 
intrigues of our female ecclesiastics. There is a mysterious 
influence in our religious service — a mixture of heavenly 
aspirations and earth-bom delights, which powerfully awakens 
the better feelings of our nature, softening the neart and 
rendering it more sensitive to tender and lasting impressions. 
Was it not at church that Petrarch first beheld the bright- 
Laired Laura, whose beauty shed a light on his pUgrimage 
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tbiongl) life tor twenty yeare after ? Ah, aigaor ! our lioly 
1«]ieion belongs to tlic days of poetry and rrananco ! 

None bnt an Italian can know what a Jirst loro ia to db 
ItaUan heart, or how ardently and wildly tho tender passiou 
Imnu beneath tkese eimny skies. In thoso daye. I was a 
'TOtme klfiero (or ensign), in FioreetanB battalion of llie 
feuBrds, and my daily attendance at tho church of Spirito 
Banto BOon became a standing jest at our moss, and a topio 
for langliter to my gay cPTnpaaiona, who were quite at a low 
■to comprehend the reason of such sudden and rigid attf.nd- 
ance to the duties of religioa. An aged aunt of mine, who 
departed about that time m all the glory of virginity, out of 
ier^tdiniration of my piety, put a codicil to her wiU, by 
which 50,000 ducats becamo mine, mstcnil of bcinR povirod 
into tho treasury of the Greek Padri of St. Baail, as bIio lind 
£rst intended. . . .„ , . , 

■VriiilB kneeling beside tie ennouB iron ffrtlle, whioh BOpa- 
jajbed me from Despina, and Itcpt all profane sinners from the 
-vicinity of the fwr Teatals, I felt happiness evua at b«in(t «0 

near her to hear her eoft hreatliing, her low rcsponaes, and 

^ xub+Ib of her eatin dress — to watch tho heavinR breast, 
the long laahes of tho downcast eye, and the beauty of tho»e 
Rubnm ringlets, which seemed " mtcvwoven by tlie flutters of 
lovo !" as Petrarch haa it, O, Madonna mm thoso woro tia 
pure' aspirations of a young and gallant heart. But, alai ! 
tow were they responded to P— how requited F I will not 
trouble you with much raore of this ; though lovo quickens » 
fertile imagination, and I could relate a thousand dovleei 
formed to gain the attention of the beautiful novioo, which «ll 
proved rain. She kept her long eyelashes eaat down, and 
her bright eyes obstinately fixed on tho monotonouii paRel ot 
hor masfi-book, which she affected to prefer to tlio (laveit 
exf^er on the Corso, for such I considered myself iii tlitWP 
days of youth and vanity; and cortiunly my cftp-Jwd tlio 
tafloat feather, my belt the lonRMt swotd, and my uniform 
the smartest cut in all Napjci. Wo all know hiiw i-iiKi-">ii i» 
inflamed by difficulty, and from tho time she U^fl tlin 'luii't'li 
after vespers, until the moment of boholdin(( hitr N[»'" ■* 
matins, agea seemed to elapse ; but thoy won) ago* of »eluill»" 
ing, contrivance, and Btrata;;cm. . 

^he abbesfl, who was Di'spina's near relatiTO, won •Uip*"'»J" 
the object of my devotion wiw an earthly, and not a hmvunl/ 
Tirgin; she was an acute Calabrian, and watclwd mu atUxi* 
tirely ; in abort, the fair norice sppeonid it iu«iJti», iJiW»» 
and Tecper* i>o more. 
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But the ingenuity of Monngnore Cupid is fully a match for 
all the cold precautions of guardians and enemies. Daily and 
nightly I came with my friend Santugo (then a joyous student, 
fr^h from ih.e Uniyersity of I^aples), to exarev the lofty 
walls, the iron portal, and ffratea loopholes of tne convent, 
with the £Eunt hope of bd^olding h^ ; but, oorpo di Baccho ! 
we might as well nave looked dDwn the crater of Yesuyius, 
the flcmies from whose summit often lighted up our nightly 

S.trols. In short, signer, with a key of gold 1 gained over 
e portress, -vdio ocmyeYed to Despina a most elaborately 
written letter ; a ring; bearing her initials, D. Y., was my 
only answer. Crooem Malta! Even at this distant hour, 
the. recollection of the joyous moment when I first receiyed 
it, stirs up a tomult witmn me 1 After that, we used to meet 
in the conyent garden eyery ni^t, but only for a few 
moments. 

• Dupe thatl was to belienre this creature loyed me ! But 
ah ! the happiness of those brief yisits will neyer pass away 
from my memory. I found Despina as attractiye in mind 
and manners as she was diarming in person ; she was a 
joyous donzella^ who knew better the poems of AMeri and 
Oorilla than the doggrel hymns of the Padri ; and while we 
enjoyed our t^;e-ib-S^ in an arbour, Santugo kept watch, 
perclied on the amnmit of the garden-walL Often we cursed 
the yillain notaary, who lent all his infiuenoe to crush the 
blossoms of so fair a fLower, but at last my passion took a 
snore noisy turn* 

^ By Santugo's adyice, I en^ged all the improyisatori in the 
<^ty to celeorate Despina. I mustered twenty wiih mando- 
lins, twent^r choristers, as many bell-ringers and scrapers on 
the yiol, with aU our regimental drums ^ and cymbals. O, 
what a joyial company I Eyery other night we entertained 
the sisterhood with a grand serenade, making all Naples echo 
with bursts of joyous music, until the abbess, deeming her 
** commandery ' msmced by our clatter and chorussing, pro- 
cured a ^ard of sbirri from the bishop of Oosenza (whose 
palace umuckily stood in the adjoining street), and on the 
nrst night afler this reinforcement, we were greeted by a 
yoUey of blunderbuss-shot, which was within a hair's breadth 
of sending us all to the banks of the Styx. Three choristers 
were killed, and seyeral wounded. Santugo escaned imhurt, 
but I was peppered with slugs so seyerely, that tor the next 
two months I was confined to my apartments, and in the 
interyal Despina took the yeil ! bhe eitiier supposed I was 
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dead of my woands or deemed me incooBtant. Teihaps it 
was dire necessity, as the last day of her novitiate had ex« 
pired; and, after a short residence at the house of the 
notary, to take a last view of the world (as the custom 
is), she returned to offer up her towb. All the hells of 
l^aples were tolling on the occasion ; sereral novices were 
to take the veil that day, and the fashionables flocked to 
the church of the Holy Spirit, as to some great festival 
ofjov. 

" Madonna !" exclaimed poor Marco, beating his breast 
with true Italian energy, " will tiie bitter recollections of that 
infernal morning never pass away P" The princess of Squil* 
laci, a damsel oldin years, wickedness, and &shionable dissipa- 
tion, was also to take the vows ; and all the foolish city, from 
Portici on the east, to Misenum on the west, held it as a day 
of universal joy. 

While all tms was goine on, you camiot imagine &e agony 
of mind I endured ; wed[er than a child, I was prostnitea 
upon a sick-bed, by a long and wasting illness. Myl)rain was 
dizzy, I wondered how the sun comd shine so joyously on 
the bay and the city, which lies so magniflcently along its 
spacious margin ; to me it wafl a day of j^oomy horror ! The 
bells seemed to toll for the funeral ofDespina. My mind 
was a chaos, and I would have hailed an eruption of Yesu- 
yius, an earthquake, or any horrible convulsion which would 
have overwhelmed the whole city; but neither came to 
pass, and I lay stretdied on my fever-bed, helpless, forgotten* 
and miserable. I drank cup after cup of wine, but there 
seemed a fire within me, which all the waters of the bay 
would not quench. The pain of my wounds, the wine I drant 
so rashly, and the fever of mind and body, soon made me 
delirious, and Santugo alone restrained me from sallying, 
sword in hand, into the crowded streets, to search for some 
imaginary foe. 

TniEit night, while yet the fever raged within me, and my 
brain whirled with the champagne I had drunk, I arose, 
dressed, and armed myself, and issuing forth, soon found my 
way to the closed gates of the convent. The streets were 
silent and dark ; my thoughts were strange ; even while my 
head swam and my knees tottered, I imagmed that I had the 
strength of a Hercules. Aware that I was mad with fever 
and wine, my pranks had some of the caution of sanity in 
them, and I sbrank beneath the deep shadow of the cloisters 
when a passenger approached, or the moon streamed its light 
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between the fleecy cloads, which the south-west wind piled 
in gleaming masses oyer Naples. 

At times I laughed bitterly ; anon I wrung my hands, and 
cried aloud, ** Despina — ^Despina ! Anima mia !" and chanted 
some of our merry madrigals, till the hollow cloisters and the 
long vista of the empty street, gave back the ravings of folly 
and despair. 

A new fit seized me ; I became gloomy, and fled from the 
city, to wander amons the ruins of Queen Joanna's palace, a 
place rendered terrib& to the superstitious fishermen by the 
tales of horror connected with it. From thence I wandered 
as far as that dreaded valley, the Forum Yulcani, a spot 
filled with fabled terrors from time immemorial, and shunned 
by the vulgar of Naples. The superstition is, that it is 
haunted by fiends and spirits, who toil and shriek throuj^h 
caverns of fire, watching that hidden gold, which (by day) the 
wretched lazzaroni have sought for centuries. At times the 
ground is covered with burning sulphur, and rent with 
chasms, belching forth pitchy smdlce, flames, or boiling water, 
which the fabled giants who are buried there vomit up ff-om 
helL Petrius Damianus supposes that purgatory lies beneath 
it, and teUs of frightful noises, groans, and shrieks, issuing 
from defbs in the rocks, whereon sat monstrous shapes of 
birds and men, who, on the croaking of a gigantic raven, 
plunged headlong into the chasms, and appeared no more, at 
least, not for many days. 

At night, when viewed by the light of a setting moon or 
the flame of Vesuvius, the Forum Vulcani, with onlv its 
natural terrors, is gloomy enough ; hemmed in by rocKS (A 
basalt, from the clc^ of which the burning bitumen flashes 
forth at times, or white steam curls on the breeze — ^the ground 
thick with sulphur, and trembling with the throes of the 
mighty volcano in the distance, it has horrors enough for 
ormnary men; but that night it had none fbr me, and I 
startlea the echoes of its rocks with my cries of " Des- 
pina!" 

I again found myself beneath the convent walls of Spirito 
Santo, just as the city clocks were tolling midnight ; 1 was 
alone, and a strange thought occurred to me. I tore down a 
lamp, and demolishing a wooden railing, poured oil on tbe 
painted pales, and pihng them against me door, set them on 
fire, laughing, and shouting "Despina!" as I fanned the 
flames with my hat ; and when the blaze increased apace, I 
folded my arms within my mantle, and watched its rapid 
progress with the most intense satbfaction. Aim or object I 
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had none ; I was Triad ! — ^and yet I can remember the whols. 
like some wild dream. The forked tongues of flame shot 
upward, and licked the wooden balconies and projecting eaves 
of the old convent, which was likely to be soon enveloped in 
fire. Its magnificent oratory, with columns of jasper and 
dome of marole — ^its shrines, tombs, and relics — the mira- 
culous crucifix which spoke to Thomas Aquinas, the true 
cross, the Virgin's petticoat, and Heaven knows what more — 
now stood in greater peril than ever they did during the 
outrages of the mad fisherman of Amalfi. 

The lazzaroni came yelling in thousands from every point ; 
the whole Strada di Toledo was red with the blaze, and the 
Piazza di Mercato, and the facade of the royal palace, were all 
gleaming in light ; even the starry vault above was sheeted 
with sparkling fire. Basta! how I laughed at the roaring 
flames and the clanking engines, firom which the hissing water 
poured in streams — at the shrieking nuns, the shouting mob, 
and all the mingled dismay and iiproar I had so suddenly 
caused. But, bemg soon discovered to be the author of the 
mischief, I was carried off by the Neapolitan guard, and 
lodged in prison ; where three months close confinement, 
with no other fare than hard crusts and cold water, cooled 
my blood so completely, that I came forth an altered man, 
and so heartily ashamed of my late extravaganza, that I 
resigned to the duca di Florestan my commission in his bat- 
talion of the Guards, and left the service. 

With liberty, all my love for Despina returned ; and cir- 
cumstances which followed soon after raised my passion to 
its former height and ardour. One morning, on awaking, I 
found a little coloured billet laid on my puiow ; tearing it 
open with hurried and trembling hands, 1 found it to be an 
invitation — ^fix)m whomP — ^the oignora Abadessa of Spirito 
Santo, to visit her at my earliest convenience. How the little 
pink note came there, no one knew ; and I was too much 
fluttered to inquire. There was an air of mystery in the 
affair that pleased me, and love and hope sprang up agum 
But aware that I had the treachery and revenge of a Calabrian 
woman to dread, together with the wrath of her gossip and 
well-known admirer the famous bishop of Cosenza, I went 
well armed, taking a matchless poniard of Bastia steel in 
addition to my concealed pistols. Happily, however, such 
precautions were needless. I found the gay abbess an 
agreeable little woman ; she gave me her hand to kiss, and 
welcomed me with a pleasant, talkative manner which quite 
won me to her purpose. After rebuking me gently for mj 
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sacrilegious attempt to fire her convent, she bade me kneel to 
receive her blessin£f. I listened to her rebuke and received 
her benison in sifence and distrost, wondering the whole 
time how so unnsnal an interview was to end. I thought 
of the bishop's sbirri, and the dungeons of the convent 
below US, and kept one hand in my bosom grasping my 
poniard. 

The reverend lady began by a long preamble on the risk 
she ran in the disdosure she was about to make regarding the 
sister Bngida, as she named Despina ; and then, makmg a 
long pause, she kept me on thorns of expectation, wmle 
observing with a keen elance the expression of my care-worn 
visage. I could not love Despina (the abbess continued) 
more' than I was bcdoved in return ; and, taking pity upon me, 
she had consented to quit the convent, and become my bride, 
the moment I procured her a dispensation from those vows 
which bound her to the church— vows offered up on the ex- 
piry of her novitiate, and in an agony of sorrow for my sup- 
posed death. Blessed words ! But tn^ were my ruin f My 
brain wlubrled and mv heart leaped with delight ; throwing 
myself at the feet of me abbess, and pressing hoik her hands 
to my lips, I declared her my best friend— my ^ood angel, 
and bestowed on her a thousand of those titles which flow so 
smoothly from an Italian's tongue, when his heart is over- 
flowing Vith gratitude. 

She ran^ a hand-bell, and the light form of Despina ap- 
peared at tiie iron gratmg of the parlour. I sprang towards 
her, but she averted her face ; at first it was very pale, and 
seemed more lovely beneath the dark hood which shaded it ; 
but a mantling blush overspread her cheek, as she gave me 
Eer hand through the grating to kiss. 

" Ah, Despina I had you trusted more to Providence, how 
much sorrow might have been spared us both I " 

" True, dear one," said she, wafting me a kiss through the 
grate. 

. The superior hurried me away, and I left the convent giddy 
with delight at the sudden turn fortune had taken in my 
favour. Within the hour, I wrote to my uncle, the great 
Cardinal Euffo, to intercede with his Holiness, and procure a 
dispensation for Despina ; and I spent nearly my whole inhe- 
ritance in bribing the^eedy officials at the papal court to 
hasten it, trusting? to (Sod and my own hands for the means 
of maintenance Tmen Despina became mine. Meanwhile, I 
visited the convent daily, and though my interviews with her 
irere very short, I became more than ever enchanted with her 



NASBATIYS OF OASTBLXBMO. 147 

beauty and yiyacily, which seemed to increase as the time 
flew past, and the day of her freedom and our happiness drew 
nearer. 

Often have I whUed away the hours of a starry night in 
the Toledo, watching the taT>er which flickered in her dor- 
mitory : and I retired happy if I did but obtain even a glance 
of her figure pagsing tiie^ttice. One night, whUe watehing 
thus, a tall, dark shadow fell on the miislin curtains of 
the window ; it was not that of Despina. I paused — ^horrible 
suspicions floated before me, and I felt my blood run cold. 
The light vanished, the chamber became dark, and imme- 
diately a tall feUow dropped from the window into the street. 
My heart, which had ceased to beat for a time, was now on 
fire ; the blood shot through my yeins like lightning ; my 
poniard gleamed in my hand. 

*' Ola, signor cayaliere !" cried I, crossing his path; " who 
are you that leaves the convent thus, and under the shadow 
of nkhtP" 

** One who will not brook questioning by you, whoever you 
are, per Baccho!" replied the other, orawmg his hat over 
his eyes, and standing on his guard, with a poniard also. 
** Let me pass, cursed lazzarone, or it may be the worse for 
you." 

Jealousy, anguish, and hatred, burned fiercely within me, 
and I rushed upon him with frantic vehemence. Parrying 
his blow with my mantle, I, with truer aim, slashed up his 
face from cheek to chin. My antagonist fled, uttering a 
terrible malediction. 

" Basta !" said I, while wiping my weapon, " he is only 
some craven robber after all ! Tmwk heaven ! my suspicions 
were vain. But her window ! — ^I must have mistaken it,— 
and yet the shadow — ." A tumult of sad thoughts over- 
whelmed me, and I slept none that night, but wandered about 
the Toledo like a houseless dog. Sunrise foimd me at the 
parlour grate of the convent. 

Despina appeared as usual, her eyes beaming with smiles, 
expressive of e^ual pleasure and surprise, on benolding me so 
early. The fair recluse, who had just arisen from her pure 
and peaceM couch, seemed so blooming, so fragrant, with 
beauty, youth, and innocence, that I cursed my vile suspicions, 
and concluded the strange visitor of the convent to have been 
arobber. ^ 

Three days afterwards, my unde, the Cardinal Euflb, sent 
a ^buipensation for Despina to the convent. I heard of its 
arrival, and, with a hesort brimming with exultation, I fism ^ 
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embrax^ my innamorata. On hearing my well-known ring at 
the bell of the porch, Despina was not, as usual, at the grate, 
nor did the superior appear, but a letter from her lay on the 
table for me. I tore it open, and read the fatal conhrmation 
of my suspicions : I found that I was the dupe of two of the 
most artful and inexplicable women in Italy. Despina had 
eloped! The moment her dispensation liad arrived, she 
quitted the convent in a calesso, accompanied by a masked 
cavalier, and was gone, no one knew whither. The letter 
concluded by a request that I would visit the convent no more, 
as the abbess was too much incensed at Despina Yignola, to 
make welcome any one who had ever loved or been connected 
with her. 

The next thing I remembered, was finding myself in the 
Bunny Toledo, and hearing the jarring of the convent's iron 
doors, as they were closea and locked oehind me. I tore the 
letter to firagments, which I scattered on the wind, and rushed 
through the streets, to order forth horses and servants in pur- 
suit, — servant, I should say, for my retinue was then curtailed 
to one. I thought only of revenge. O, signor ! Httle can you 
imagine the agony of rage and shame I endured ; not, per- 
haps, so much from unrequited love, as from wounded vanity 
and pride. Kext morning, all gossiping Naples rang with tlie 
story, and everybody enjoyed a laugh at the famous jilt of 
the cavaliere di Castelermo, by a perfidious little nun, — ^per 
Baccho! 

A letter, which I received next day from Cardinal Bufib, 
containing abundance of good advice, and his blessing on our 
nuptiab, m no way tended to soothe my exasperation. Basta ! 
months elapsed before the shock of this event passed away, 
and I could listen with calmness to Santugo, who related to 
me the story of Despina, so far as he had l^en able to pick it 
up in the pubHc places of the city. 

I had been most cruelly and strangely duped. Anxious to 
be free from those religious trammels which her parents' 
bigotry and her guardian's avarice had cast around her, the 
artful girl — ^who had never loved me— was willing that I 
should employ all my interest (which was great), and my money 
(which, alas ! was uttle), to procure her a dispensation, that 
she might espouse the brother of that diavolessli, the superior. 
He was a rumed cavalier of the Calabrias, who had lost his 
last ducat at the hells, and to whom the reversion of her 
entry-money from the convent treasury would be very 
acceptablei though the beauty of the girl was temptatiom 
enough* 
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** Basta !" said I, " Santugo, 'tis enough !" I inquired after 
lier and her choice no more, but strove to banisn the affair 
from my mind, when the first burst of my fury had passed 
away. Luckily, I had been taught philosophy, and, bequeath- 
ing to the deyU my share in me sex, found that I had not 
much more to bestow : I had not a quattrino, save what I 
raised by the sale of the remnant of my patrimony, — ^the tower 
of St. Ermo, in the upper province. Santugo would have 
shared his last ducat with me, but I was too proud to be de- 
pendent on any man. My legacy, the reward of my devotion, 
Iiad aU melted away, too, during my loyous life in the 
Guards : it was spent in procuring a wife for another man. I 
wish him joy of his spouse : if she proved as virtuous after 
marriage as she was before it, she must be a crown— but not 
of glory — ^to her husband. Basta ! 

Finding myself without one beggarly bajoccho to clink upon 
another, I became a soldier again, and served the knights of 
Malta, as a musketeer, against the corsairs of Barbary. On 
the return of our frigate to Malta, after a most success^ 
cruise, in which we obtained abundance of plunder, slaves, 
and glory, I was admitted into the Italian Langue, on proving 
before a chapter of the order that my blood had been noble 
for two hunored years (easy enough /or one who comes of a 
senatorial family), and that in my coat armonial there were 
the blazons of four patrician houses. A Httle prize-money, 
picked up in Algeria, furnished me with two nundred and 
sixty golden crowns, to pay my fees of diploma on passing 
from esquire to the rank of spurred and belted knight. In 
this capacity, when in command of a frigate, I defeat^ Osmin 
Oarara, the celebrated corsair, who so long infested these 
seas, and for that exploit I was made bailiff of the conmiandery 
at St. Eufemio, then consisting of sixty knights, the noblest 
in Italy. 

So, signor, you now behold me a brother of the most reve- 
rend and illustrious order of St. John of Jerusalem, once of 
B-hodes, and latterly of Malta. After the reduction, by 
Buonaparte, of that barren rock (the last stronghold of the 
order), I retired, with his most eminent highness the grand 
master, and the poor remnant of our forces, to Genoa, where 
our solemn chapters are yet held. On the breaking out of 
the Italian war, when the French crossed our frontier to 
plant their banner of blood and anarchy on the ramparts of 
Itome, — to assail God's vicegerent in nis own eternal city, 
drive the Bourbon king from Naples, hoist their red cap above 
the winged horse, ana establish a repubhc of injustice and 
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tyranny,— then I once more girded on the sword, and liave 
ever since been fighting, — at one time under the chiefs of the 
Masse, at another under the British ; but, alas ! oftener under 
Erancatripa, and other bold bandits of INTaples, who seem to 
be the omj men truly stanch to Italy in these days of war 
and peril. Malediction on the hour when a wearer of this 
blessed bad^e has to stoop to a companionship so unworthy ! 
But ike end sanctifies the means. « * * 

There is the villa Belcastro ! If my story has beguiled a 

fart of the way through this wild and mountainous country, 
shall consider myself amply repaid in having pleased you : 
but I fear, Signor Claude, you haye found it dry enough, 
though the ime is a sad one to me, — the most dismal 
chapter of my history, indeed. 



CHAPTEE XX. 

THE VILLA BBLCASTBO. 

'' Whebe is the path P It seems lost in the wilderness 
hereabout," said I, when my communicative friend had 
concluded. 

*' Yonder woman at the fountain will perhaps show us the 
way to the ^ate. Permit me to pass," replied the cavalier, as 
he spurred nis horse to the front, and galloped before me ; 
his tall military figure, and peculiar garb and equipment, 
with the solitaiy wud around us, — ^the castellated villa, and 
the lonely hills, — ^had an air of romance with which my red 
coat, jacE-boots, and most unchivalric cocked-hat, but ill 
consorted. 

The country through which we had travelled was of the 
most picturesque character : lofty mountains rose up against 
the blue vault, which they seemed to sustain ; they were 
covered to their summits with the light foliage of the olive, 
the heavy branches of the sombre pine, the broad masses of 
the glossy-leaved ilex, frag^rant myrtle, rich arbutus, orange 
and kmon groves, all flourishing m the wildest luxuriance ; 
while the aloe, the cactus, and date-palm, grew among the 
ferruginous rocks in provision. Little hamlets, inhabited only 
by clmrcoal-bumers, nestled in lonely nooks ; solitary chapels, 
old crosses, marldng deeds of blooa or piety, and the moul- 
dering ruins of long-departed races, — ^the Calabri or the Locri» 
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—appeared half-liiddeii amid the long reedy grass, in the fiat 
aUuYial vales through wMcK the roa^rav woond. 

But on nearing the yiUa Belcastro a meai^e came over the 
scenery ; the country seemed deserted, or inhabited <mly by 
the lynx, the wolf, and wild boar ; muddy cascades roared 
down over the red scaurs of the mountains, and a wide path<* 
less wood of dark Italian pines and tall cypresses, sombre and 
gloomy, surrounded the ancient edifice. The picturesque 
towers of the villa were perch^ on the summit ofa rock that 
reared up its jagged front immediately before us ; but we 
were unable to penetrate the tangled growth of underwood 
that intervened, so thickly interwoven with creeping "vmd 
plants that it seemed like an Indian jungle. Bunaloes — a 
species of cattle introduced into Italy during the seventii 
century — browsed in the marshy places, and at times a lynx 
or polecat shot through the forest, or an eagle screamed m)m 
the rocks. 

The white walls and striking facade of the villa shone in 
the warm light of the western sky, and from one of the four 
turrets at the angles of the edifice, which were covered with 
elaborate stonework projecting like a heavy cornice, we saw a 
standard slowly hoisted and unfurled to the breeze. Our 
scarlet uniforms had probably led the inmates to suppose that 
British troops were in the valley below. 

'* Basta !' exclaimed Castelermo, '* 'tis the veritable castle 
of an ogre, this ! Cavaliere Graldino must be seldom troubled 
with visitors. I see not a trace of road or pathway to hb 
hermitage on the clifis yonder." 

" I trust we shall reach it before nightfall ; a ride in the 
dark through such a wilderness would not be very pleasant, 
and evening is closing fast." 

While 1 was speaking, the last segpent of the sun's 
crimson disk sank behind the green ridge of . hills from 
which we had descended ; the lon^, dark shadow cast by the 
villa-crowned rock across the wooded valley faded away ; the 
Apennines grew dark, and the sombre tints of evening 
deepened rapidly. 

" Signora, said Castelermo to an old woman who was filling 
a jar ai, a fountain, and whose grim aspect declared her to be 
the spouse of a charcoal-burner, ** is there any path to the villa 
on this side of the mountains P" 

" Through the woods there is a way, signer cavaliere," said 
the woman, setting down her jar, and endeavourinff to hide her 
bare bosom, for her attire was of the most wretched descrip- 
tion, " but it is a troublesome road, and perilous too ; and you 
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will only lose your labour, for none get entrance there. The 
flbirri keep guard day and night Trith their rifles loaded, and 
more than one poor peasant has been shot — ^mistaken for a 
Frenchman, pernaps. 

'* So the cayaliere yet contrives to maintain his quota of 
sbirri in arms P" said Marco. 

"Yes, signor illustrissimo," replied the poor woman, 
glancing furavely round her; "but ahim^! such ruffians I 
They are slaves who have escaped, bravoes, banditti, and the 
worst malefactors of Naples, who wear his livery ; and, bear- 
ix^ arms in his name, they commit such outrages that the very 
rmtion would make you shudder, cavalieri !" 

" A droll country gentleman !" I exclaimed. " And he will 
not admit any one, say you P" 

" None, save the accursed witches, who come all the way 
from the peak of Fiesole to hold their Sabbath with him." 

" Ay ! and devils from the Val di Demona, to bring distem- 

J>ers on our blessed infants !" cried another hag, starting up 
rom behind the fountain, where she had shrank down to 
conceal the scantiness of her attire, which consisted only of 
a red sottana, or coarse petticoat, and leather sandals ; " and 
to blast our crops and herds, and make the fiends who dwell 
in the bowels of the mountains rend the solid earth, and shake 
our huts to pieces." 

" Madonna ! speak lower ! he is told whatever is said of 
him by the sibyl of Norcia, who made him proof against fire, 
and steel, and water." 

" I care not. I am alone in the world now ; my husband 
died on E>egnier's gibbet at Monteleone, and my sons have 
perished fighting under the chiefs of the Masse, Giseu Cristo ! 
I am old, lonelj, and very miserable !" 

" Proof agamst steel, did you say, signora P" said 1, ad- 
dressing the first gossip ; " we may test that, if he plays any 
of his pranks with us." 

" Signor, heard you ever such stuff P" exclaimed Castelermo, 
while our horses drank of the well, and we enjoyed a hearty 
laugh at the excessive credulity of the Calabnans, to whose 
wila superstitions I was by that time no stranger. "Old 
gossips, ' he continued, putting some silverinte theirattenuated 
hands, to quicken their apprehension ; " for what reason does 
this terrible feudatory keep garrison so closely P Nay, speak 
one at a time, but as quickly as you please ; our time is 
short." 

^ " You must have come from a distant country, illustrissimi 
eignori, that you have not heard of the poor Cavalieressa 
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Belcastro," said one of ihe old women, taking her jar from her 
head, on which she had poised it, and replacmg it on the mar- 
gin of the well, to point the periods with her fingers while 
spealdng. " There is not a child on this side of La Syla, but 
knows her story. Some people say her husband stole her 
from aconyent ; others, that she left a noble signorwhom she 
loved better, and married the Cavaliere Belcastro for the sake 
of his rank." 

" His rank !" reiterated Marco contemptuously, his brows 
contracting ; ** Yet, I may mistake — proceed." 

** After marriage came repentance, and the Signor Belcastro 
was tormented by jealousy, believing that a woman who was 
false to another could never be very true to himself. And 
truly he had proof of her light carriage with a handsome young 
captain, who was carried away to the Yal di Demona, hj 
those imps who are always at the signor's elbow, awaiting his 
commanos. Since then he has kept the poor lady locked up 
in a dreary chamber of the villa, from which he brings her 
forth but once a week, to go to mass on horseback ; and she 
is so strictly watched, that, notwithstanding three attempts 
made by the brave capobandito, Scarolla, she yet remains a 
captive." 

" Watched by a spirit, who will never leave her till the 
cavalier dies and Satan claims his own," added the other 
woman. 

"Malediction on such husbands!" exclaimed the first 
gossip ; ''if my Maso treated me so, I would put a dose of 
aquetta in his soup— I would ! He was jealous once ; but 
we were young then, and I soon soothed him." 

" How the terror of this man's name has besotted these 
poor simpletons," said Marco, as we rode through the wood 
along a narrow path they had pointed out. " He is said to 
be a dark and curious being ; and, leaving out the sorcery, 
their relation is almost word for word what I have heard at 
T^aples and Palermo. I would stake a thousand ducats to 
a bajoccho, we shall have an unseemly brawl with this 
melancholy Castellano, unless his character is much ex- 
aggerated." 

" Indeed ! For my own part, I would willingly stake a 
cool hundred, if I could serve the poor lady." 

" Of the signora, the less we say perhaps the better,— 
though I feel some curiosity to know her maiden name and 
family, and a great deal to see the inside of this place, to 
which we are venturing, like two rash knights, after the 
solemn warnings of yonder Cumsean sibyls. I perceive them 
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stiU watclimg our route, as if it was beset with as many perils 
as any in the ' Hundred ancient Tales.' " 

" ij Jove, sir, they are not much mistaken!" I exclaimed, 
as a musket flashed mm. a loop-hole in the outer wall, and 
the shot whistled oyer my shoulder. 

** May I perish if this shall pass unrevenged !" ex- 
claimed the cayalier. '^Basta! let us forward, and at full 
gaUop!" 

In a minute we were close under the walls, the outer win- 
dows of which were all barred and far &om the ground. An 
iron gate closed the portal, or archway ; and ^yond it we 
saw ten or twelve sinister-looking rufSans, clad in a sort of 
livery, and armed with black cross-belts, musquetoons, and 
bayonets. 

''Itascals!'* exclaimed my companion, "are ye Italians, 
true Catholics, and yet ignorant that it is sacrilege to molest 
one of the SangiovanniP In the days of the Holy Office, this 
must have been settled otherwise, even in Calabria. But 
cmen the barrier and ffive us instant admission, or it may fare 
the worse with your k>rd, to whom we must speak, and with- 
out delay." 

The porter, an old Albanian Greek, who trembled between 
fear of disobeying his master's orders and offending a knight 
of Malta — an order lately so formidable — slowly undid the 
bolts and chains, imploring, in his curious dialect, that we 
would soften the wrath of the Cavalier Galdino, and save his 
shoulders from the scurlada. Until the French invasion, the 
resident feudatories of Calabria, Apulia, &c., maintained the 
feudal system with all its iron tyranny; but since the frightM 
war of extermination, waged in these provinces by General 
Manhes, and the peace of 1815, it does not exist in any of 
the Italian states, except, I believe the island of Sardmia. 
Between the tyranny and oppression of the barons and their 
armed followers — with whom, on various pleas, they gar- 
risoned their castles and villas — ^the dues or tithes of the 
numerous priesthood, and the outrages of the brigands, the 
situation of the peaceful portion of the mountaineers was not 
very enviable. 

"Which of ye dared to fire upon usP and by whose 
order P'* asked Castelermo, laying his hand on his sword, and 
surveying the culprits with a stem eye. There was no reply. 
" Cowards ! do you hear me P" 

" Cavaliero Marco," said one fellow, coming forward hat in 
hand, after a long pause, " I trust we know our creed better 
than to molest any man who wears upon his breast the cross 
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of Malta. But, indeed, it was no other than excellenza 
himself who fired the shot ; and let him answer for it." 

** The yillain ! " I exclaimed, ka^ng &ran my horse. 

"Dio mi goardil the deed was XKme of otirs, Signor 
Marco." 

"Who are you, that seem so well acquainted with my 
nameP" 

" A poor rogue of Amendolia, si^or ; by name, Baptistello 
Varro. I cannot presume to thmk you can recollect me, 
though I had the honour to serve with you, under your uncle 
the Cardinal Buffo, while his eminence was yet a true man to 
Italy and the Holy Faith. You remember the siege of Alta- 
muixa, on the plains of Apulia ; you saved my life there* 
Ah I what a leaguer that was ! His eminence built altars 
where other men would have had batteries, and besprinkled 
our cannon so plentifully with holy water that they often 
hung fire. I owe you a life, signor; and an Italian never 
forgets either a fiiend or a foe." 

''Well, Master Baptistello, although I have no remem- 
brance of those things, I doubt not you are an honest fellow ; 
but the sooner you change leaders the better. Quit this 
inhospitable den to-morrow, and join the corps of the Free 
Calabri at Crotona. But, meanwhile, lead us to this ungra- 
cious lord of yours. The shot he fired shall cost him dear, or 
I am not — lead on, Bastal" and, with his usual exclamation, 
he cut short what he meant to have said. 

On being ushered up a spacious staircase of white marble, 
the stained glass windows of which were faintty lighted by 
the lingering flush of the departed sun, we found ourselves in 
an ancient hall, decorated m a quaint style of architecture, 
neither Norman nor Saracenic, but a mixture of both, and a 
reHc, perhaps, of the days of those invaders. Lighted by 
four large windows, which overlooked the vale and forest, 
now dinuy i^umined by the rising moon, its roof was arched 
with stone, profusely carved, and supported by twelve antique 
figures, or caryaticfes, which supplied the place of piUaxs ; 
they were sculptured out of the sonorous marble of Cam- 
panini, which, T^en struck, is said to resound like a bell ; and 
their time-worn, mutilated forms, glimmered like pale spec- 
tres amid the gloom of evening and the shadows of the 
darkening haU. By the Hght of the stars and the moon s 
wan crescent, we could discern sylvan trophies, sombre paint- 
inffs, from which grim faces of old Italian kmghts and older 
samtB looked forth, and numerous weapons of various dates, 
which adorned the lofty walls. 
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** 'Tis long since I stood in sncli a noble old liall as this" 
said Marco, casting liimself languidly into a gilt fanteml. 
** General Begnier, applying the forcible argument of gun- 
powder, has done more, pemaps, than the march of ciTuiza- 
tion, towards destroying the feudal system ; and tilie ancient 
strongholds and palazzi of our noblesse are now somewhat 
scarce, even in the lower province. We must be on our guard 
with this siffnor of Belcastro," he added, in a whisper. " I have 
often heard of him at Palermo, as being a sullen, subtle, and 
ferocious man, — a ruined gamester and half desperado— 
eunning as a lynx, and treacherous as Cesare Borgia. Heaven 
help the unhappy woman whom fate has tied to him ! But, 
ha ! what have we here P" he exclaimed aloud, snatching from 
a. marble slab the long envelope of some official communica- 
tion which just then caught nis eye ; " See you this, Signor 
Claude P Our villian host has been in correspondence with 
the enemy." 

It was addressed to the '' Cavaliere Graldino di Belcastro,'* 
and endorsed in the comer, " Itegmer, GSnSral de Division." 

" Now, I would give a thousand ducats to know what this 
eontained," said my companion, as he thrust it into his long 

flove. " *Tis sealed with the crest of the iron crown, and — 
ut, Basta ! here he comes." 

As he spoke, there entered the haU a tall man, of powerful 
frame and most forbidding aspect, attired in the Ml dress of 
the old school; his hair powdered and tied with a white 
riband, his shirt ruffled at the wrists and bosom, a wide 
skirted coat, and black satin knee breeches, with buckles. 
The courtly air which this costume usually imparts to the 
wearer, rather heightened than diminished the repulsive 
manner of this tyrannical feudatory. 

"Lights here! Ola, Bajjtisteflo! a light, vou loitering 
whelp, he cried, with ilie voice of one in no pleasant moo£ 
In less than a minute, servants had lighted the wax candles 
of threegigantic girandoles, and we had a better view of our 
host. He was past the meridian of life, and his countenance, 
which I have already characterized as forbidding, was ren- 
dered yet more so by a hideous cicatrix, as from tne gash of a 
sword-cut, which grew purple and black altematSy. He 
bowed to us with mgid nauteur, and then surveyed with a 
peculiar glance, the tall and noble figure of Casteleimo. The 
latter changed colour on beholding the scar, but said, with a 
stem aspect, after a pause, — 

" How now, Signor Galdino ! do you take me for a lynx, a 
torpedo, the devil, or what, that you look on me thus P**^ 
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" For none of tliese," lie answered, coldly ; " but say, who 
are ye, sipiori, that force yourselves upon my privacy 
uninvited P ' 

" I am an officer of his Britannic majesty's service— Luo- 
ffoteniente di Fanteria nel servizio Britanica — and a bearer of 
despatches." The cavaliere bowed. 

'* And J the cavaliere di Castelermo, knight commander of 
Malta, and an officer of the Free Calabri ; as such, I demand 
your reasons for firing upon us like some base brigand, thus 
committing both treason and sacnlege." 

" By the ancient customs of Calabria, common to the land 
since the days of Count Eoger the First, I may defend my 
residence against the intrusion of all men. As for the treason, 
cospetto ! 1 care little whether Buonaparte or Ferdinand is 
our ruler; and as for the sacrilege, I can answer for that 
where, when, and h«w you will ! " His fingers played con- 
vulsively with a little stiletto, which hung half concealed 
beneath the lapelle of his embroidered vest. 

"Itest assured, Signor Graldino, that I am not slow in 
literally translating the hint ; but recollect that, as a cavaliere 
of birth and honour, I would scorn to put my life in the scale 
with a traitor's I" 

"How?" exdaimed Belcastro, starting forward with 
rage. 

Castelermo held before his eyes the paper he had picked 
up, and our host changed colour beneath the cold, sarcastic 
smile of the knight. He started, as if to summon his people, 
but paused — ^a sudden thought seemed to occur to him ; he 
gulped down his fury, his brows became smooth, and a ghastly 
smile curled his sinister lip. 

"Eh, via signoril you are now under my roof; the ways 
are dangerous hereabout ; you cannot proceed ; and I miist 
not forget that hospitality which courtesy renders imperative. 
Let us say no more of that unlucky wall-piece, which, in a 
moment of irritation, I discharged. My residence is seldom 
favoured by peaceM visitors. But are any more of King 
Ferdinand's people— troops, I mean — ^likely to pass this way 
BOonP" 

"A brigade of British are entering the valley, and will 
probably arrive here after midnight." Our host looked dis- 
pleased, and turned to one of ihe windows, while I glanced 
inquiringly at Castelermo, who whispered — 

" I deemed it politic to say so, fbr ne has some dark end £a 
view. I did notlike the suaden and sinister smile which re- 
placed the gloom of his sullen visage. You observed it P By 



158 ADTBirruBBS or ax aibb-be-camp. 

St. Jolm of Malta ! were oar cattle not tired with these ragged 
znoontain-roads, I wonld rather have passed the night in my 
saddle than onder his roof. A few miles farther woold have 
broaght ns to the town of Belcastro ; but there is no help for 
it now.*' 

My companion was not deceived. Animated by a fear that 
we had discovered lus correspondence with the French leader, 
and by a wish to possess himself of my despatches to trans- 
xnit them to the same personage ; eager, also, to gratify the 
deep-rooted hatred he bore to Oastelermo, he secretly deter- 
mined to murder ns both, and in cold blood. The ballet or 
poniard had been his first resolve ; bat dreading discovery, 
and the arrival of the sapposed bnjgade, VoiBon became lus 
next resoarce. But I am anticipatmg. The change in his 
manner was too abrupt and barefeiced to pass without exciting 
our suspicions. 



CHAPTEE XXI. 

SEQUEL TO THE STOBY OF CiLSTELEBMO. 

While Signor Belcastro* SQ|nned the star-lighted valley, to 
trace the march of those troops whom he had no wish to see, 
servants laid a hasty supper of various cold meats, boiled 
maccheroni, and fruit, all of which were very acceptable to the 
cavaliere and myself; we were well appetized oy our ride 
over the mountains, exposed to a keen tramontana, or north 
wind, which had been blowing for the last two hours. 

" Be seated, gentlemen!" said our host, as he took the 
liead of the table. " Will you not lay aside your swords P" 

" We have been so much accustomed to them of late, that 
mine is no encumbrance." 

'* JN'or mine," said Marco, bestowing on me a glance so 
peculiar, Ihat I refrained from unclasping my belt. There 
was so much blunt distrust in this, that the face of B^castro 
flushed. 

" Shall we not have the pleasure of seeinff the signora at 
jSupperP" said Marco, as ne spread his table nap£in, and 
attJEicked a plate of cold roasted meat, aJSectin^ to be. un- 
conscious that he stung Belcastro to the quick by the 
question. 

I regret that she is indisposed," he replied, regarding 
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the cayaKer with AirtiYe fflances, his eyes bummg like red 
sparks beneath his shaggyprows; " seriously so ; but, indeed, 
sne never appears before yisitors." 

'' So I hare heard at Palermo/' said Marco, drily, and in 
the same peculiar tone, while the face of Belcastro grew 
purple and the gash black, — ^though he continued his supper 
with apparent composure. " 'Tis said, signer," continued nis 
tormentor, " that bein^ jealous of her surpassing beauty, you 
keep her a little too cK>se,— after the old Italian fashion. I 
have heard the captive lady of Belcastro spoken of more than 
once at the Sicilian court ; and truly, but that the days of 
chivalry are gone by, our grand master would have sent 
a squaHron of his best knLhts to summon your strong- 
hold " 

"Cavaliere Marco!" said our host, Btemlj, "those per- 
sons at Palermo, or elsewhere, who meddle with my affairs, 
will act a wiser part in attending to their own. Massena is 
now hovering on the frontiers of Upper Calabria with a force 
that must sweep the British from Italy— ay, and from Sicily, 
too! Where, then, will be the lazzaroni court? Signer, 
cease your jesting. Cospetto! this is not a time for the 
courtiers of Ferdinand to create enemies." 

There was something in all this beyond mr comprehension. 
I supped rather uncomfortably, — some miscnief was brewing. 
Why, I knew not ; but the half-nonchalant, half-contemptuous 
manner of Castelermo, and the sullen air of Belcastro, were 
not calculated to make me feel perfectl^ir "at home." The 
conversation that passed was purely pohtical, and conducted 
in a very unpleasant strle of sarcasm and retort. Our host 
' seemed no friend to the Bourbon cause, and freely abused 
the character of Ferdinand. 

"But glory to Carolina!" he added, "she is worth a 
legion of such men as her husband ; and but for her influence 
alone, the spirit of resistance (you term it honour and free- 
dom) had lon^ since been scared from Naples by the eagles 
of Napoleon ! 

" 'Ks a sad truth," said Castelermo, with a sigh. " Oh, 
that the pure flame of patriotism which bums m my own 
breast coidd be kindled in every Italian heart! — ^that my 
countrymen, instead of their silly desire for separate duke- 
doms and independent commonwealths, would cherish a spirit 
of love and umon, and exalt the standard of their coimtiy to 
that place which it once held. Then the Ausonians would 
become once more a people, like their Latin fathers : the first 
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on eartli. Think of tlie riclmess of our soil, which yields in 
abundance all that man can desire ; the magnificence of our 
cities, which have ever been famous for the great men they 
have produced — ^historians, politicians, poets, painters, musi* 
cians, and sculptors. 'Tis the land to which all Europe owes 
its religion, its civilization, and its laws! But, ahis! its 
spirit is plead, or Italy would become once more a nation, and 
a great one : not a land of shreds and patches — of princi- 
pauties, republics, and seignories, pining and withering amid 
dissensions and iealousies at home, and wars and woes abroad. 
But ItaUa ! Italia, as she was once — a glorious and united 
nation— one kingdom from the mountains of Savoy to the 
Capo del Armi — ^where would be her equal P" 

" Chimera, all ! " replied Belcastro, coolly draining a fflass 
of wine ; while Marco, whose eyes sparkled, and whose cheek 
flushed scarlet during this outburst, continued with a tone of 
sadness — 

" I know it. Never will her people or her wicked rulers 
be aware of this, — ^as Austria is, and other nations are, 
whose interest it is to keep Italy feeble, partitioned, and 
divided." 

" Europe must bow to France," said Belcastro, who was a 
confirmed Buonapartist. " Look around us ! Ferdinand 
styles himself king of Naples and of Sicily ; whether he is 
likely to keep that title long, even tiiough protected by the 
fleets and armies of Britain, is very problematical. You fight 
for his crown here among tiie wilds of Calabria, while ho 
spends his days ingloriously at Palermo; and, instead of 
leading on his Italians to battle, to gain a kingdom or a 
grave, ne hunts in the woods of Sicily, clad in a grey doublet, 
greasy cap, and worsted hose, like some i^oble peasant, 
rather than the son of Charles of Parma and Placentia. In 
truth, he is the most cowardly, ignorant, and indolent sloth 
on this side of the Alps. His feeole cause would expire alto- 
gether, but for the indomitable spirit of Carolina of Austria, 
who is the very reverse of such a husband ; her presence at 
the council-taole, when fired with ardour and mdignation 
against the destroyers of her sister Marie Antoinette, is 
a£)ne sufficient to keep alive the sinking patriotism of our 
nobles." 

" Cavalier G^aldino," said Marco, angrily, " there is much 
truth in what you have said ; yet remember, that even truth 
may be treason ; and that, if you always express yourself so 
freely, there are those not far ofi* who will not permit you to 
pass without molestation. You are aware how merciless our 
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conntryineii are to all favourers of Napoleon. Scarolla is 
among these mountains with his people " 

" Talk not to me of Scarolla ! " cned Belcastro, ftiriously— 
" a base-bom brigand, to whom this very Carolina sends arms 
and money ; and, perhaps, she has disgraced the order of St. 
Constantine by hanging it on his villanous neck, as on that 
of Frrncatripa and Mammone, the blood-quaffer. A thousand 
devils ! tell me not of Scarolla — ^but, fico ! never mind poli- 
tics. Here, Baptistello! clear the table, and bring more 
wine. What shall it be P Malvasia or Champagne P I have 
some excellent Muscatelle — its flavour is matchless. Shall it 
be placed before you P" 

** Thank you, with pleasure," said I, bowing, glad to find 
that our irritable host was discovering a Httle more of the 
gentleman in his manner. 

** I never drink MuscateUe,'* said Castelermo. This I 
knew to be false : it was his favourite wine. ** But, Signor 
Belcastro, I [' 

" Have no objection to try yours, you would say P Right, 
Varro — ^hand down the old silver jars from the left side of 
the cabinet there, — the lower shelf," he added, throwing a 
ring with keys towards the servant. 

The latter opened the antique piece of ftimiture, which was 
composed of ebony, ivory, and silver, — the pillars, carving, 
and figures, being all equally elaborate and beautiful. He 
brought forth from its dark recesses two fiasks, or silver 
vases, of ample dimensions. Each had a small mouth rising 
from a tall and taper neck ; one was closed by a red, the^ 
other by a green crystal stopper. Their worlananship was 
exquisite, but I douoted if the contents were so. Grapes, 
bacchanals, and nymphs appeared in rich embossage, and a 
shield on each side bore a coat of arms deeply engraved. 
Bdcastro's dark eyes flashed, but I thought it was with pride, 
as hepushed the massive fiasks towards us, saymg-— 

" These were made by Cellini, the famous Florentine, for 
Pope Clement VII. ; and when Home was sacked by the 
Constable de Bourbon, an ancestor of mine, who served with 
his vassals imder the papal banner, picked them up in the 
confusion." 

Baptistello placed the vases officiously before Castelermo, 
whispering to us hastily, but audibly, the ill-omened words — 

" Xa belladonna ! " 

Marco's cheek fiushed, and I started, on observing that 
Varro's usually swart visage was pale as death. 

" The vases are, indeed, superb," said my companion, 

VOL. I. M 
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tonung them round with an air of nnconcem, which I had 
some tronble in imitating, feeling certain that a catastrophe 
waa at hand. '* Beaatrful, truly, and I doubt not mat 
Clement, of holj memory, prized them highly, and regretted 
their loss in an equal degree." 

*' I have goblets to match, said to be made £rom part of 
the treasore stolen, by the same canning sculptor from the 
castle of St. Angelo. Brin^ them forth, JDaptistello." 

The serrant, after searchmg for a time in the depths of the 
cabinet, declared that the goHets were not there. 

•* Not there, said you r Satan ! they have been stolen ; 
and, if so, your bare back shall feel a stripe of the scurlada 
for every bajoccho they were worth!" cried Belcastro, pas- 
sionately, as he started up and flung open the doors of the 
cabinet. 

" Admirable !" muttered Castelermo, changing the crystal 
stoppers, and receiving a keen glance from Yarro, the moment 
our nost's back was turned. ** Be still," he added, grasping 
my arm, energetically, ** be patient— our lives are nanging 
by a hair." 

" Saved— buono—O, Gran Dio !" added Varro. 

" You must be either blind or drunk, Varro, or have the 
eyes of a mole, for here are the cups," said the cavaliere, 
placing three silver-chased tankards on the table. *' You 
may retire now — we need you no more," and our friend re- 
tired, but only to the hall-aoor. 

" Shall I ml for you, signori," contumed Belcastro, taking 
out the stoppers and filling our cups from one of the flasks ; 
then, as if madvertently, he fQled his own from the other, 
and drank it off. The commander oi Malta crossed him- 
self ; his brow was black as night, but his emotion was 
unnoticed; he took np his cup, and, bowing to the host* 
drained the bright Muscatelle fearlessly. I had no pretence 
for delay, and to have lingered would liave seemed cowardice 
to Castelermo. It was a norrid dilemma. My brain reeled* 
my pulses beat thick and fisist, my heart sank, and my whole 
soul was troubled with sensations such as I had never before 
experienced — and certainly never have since. 

It was a frightful moment of doubt and agony. Bui I 
drank off the wme (which, for aught that I knew, was charged 
with a deadly drug), resolving to run the cavaliere Galcuno 
through the body, the instant I felt the least symptom of ill- 
ness £om it. 

" Well, signori, I hope you like my favourite wine," said 
he, as we set down our cups ; a dark smile gathering on his 
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sombre featorei. Bat Baptistello, too, 'ww tmitmg; and I 

Sthered comfort from thftt. The lienor tasted like ordinary 
nscatelle, a little sweeter, perhaps, m fiovoor. We had soon 
no doubt, &om the ffrave, giim, and altered aspect oi the 
cavaliere, that he had filled his own goblet with me poisoned 
wine intended for oar destrnction (as it had, }>erhaps, alzeady 
been for others), and dragged with an in&ision of Soktmtm, 
or the deadly night-shade, called Bdybdonna by the Itaiians, 
becanse ladies make a cosmetic of the jniee. I felt tiiat oar 
safety was entirely owing to Castelermo's presence of mind 
in changing the stoppers, and became deeply gratefol to 
Yarro for ma tact ana friendly warning. 

An awkward paase ensaed as we Mi down oar cope. It 
was a graye moment for us all; we felt in oar hearts that a 
terrible crisis was past. Bat for my friend's pecahar tact and 
stem example, I woald hare fiong iJie goMet at Galdino's 
head on his invitation to drink, a^ by neteing totaste ib» 
Mascatelle have discorered the dark sasj^cicMis we enteF«» 
tained. However, we were safe, while this modem Borgia 
had fallen into his own snare. 

''Come, signm, why paose yon thosF Yoa- seem not tor 
have relished the wine," said oar entertainer, agahi filling hia 
sihrer cup £rom i^e fatal rase, and draining it to the mukB, 
"Boono ! of all oar Italian wines, IpreiBt the Mmet^&p 
but this, of coarse, I prodace onlj on certain oeoasions, «nd- 
to certain friends," he added, with a hideottslao^ which 
made the dark comers of the haU echo h<^owly. Jdy he«ri; 
chilled with abhorrence of the man, and ap^rdiensionof whair 
wae to ensne. ^ 

*' Groce di Malta T mattered Marco^ ttoiteyins him witiiir 
glance of stem cariomty ; " his potion x^»erates a&eady."- ■"■ '' 

"His death rests with himsd^the goilt, I' mean :> iiwi' 
deed was his own doing,'* said I, m -^ same low tone. '^ ■'' ■ 

Bekastro, lolling back in his duur, laughed aad hallooed^ 
in a manner so onosaal, that a nnmber of his hoasbhokL' 
crowded aboat the hall door, and were seen peering fl^arfoUy* 
upon oar dismal caroasal. He diowed all the symptoms of 
sadden intoziealion ; but the disease ihat was then spreading 
ihrongh every vein took a new and tme^peeted torn. Bella* 
donna often produces idiotcy or folly, and Belcastro became 
^te insane. The white froth of madness hang from his 
lirid lips and black mastachioe, and his eyes, while sparkling 
with all the fory of a tiger's, were glazing fast with the 
ghastly ^lare of death. He laughed boisterously, bat such 
laughterT Begarding him more as a wild beast wiasi a msoh 
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I thooglit only of what my fate might have been, and loosened 
my sabre in its sheath, ready to draw it the instant his £t 
took a dangerous turn. Castolermo clenched the hilt of his 
poniard, and the assembled senrants shrank behind our chairs 
for protection. 

"Ha, ha ! ho, ho 1 the wine ! — 'tis like the flames of hell ! 
O Apostoli ! the signora of Belcastro— look well about ye, ye 
vagaoonds ! She would hare been a capitanessa, if she could ; 
but I slashed the ^y uniform of her beardless capitano ! 
The traitress, Fiozzi i poisoned, per Baccho !" and his 
head settled down on his breast. The white saliva ran 
from his mouth over his chin and white ruffled shirt, while 
his eyes, which were fixed on the face of the cavaliere Marco, 
flashed like those of a fiend, rather than a mortal man. From 
their position, and the slanting manner in which the light fell 
on them, they seemed absolutely to shoot forth a blue glare 
from beneath his beetling brows. His visage was pale as 
death ; all, save the scar, wliich was still of a dark purple hue. 

** Villain !" cried he, pointing to it, and starting up in a 
new frenzy, " have you forgotten that your poniard disfigured 
xne thus P Have you forgotten that night in the Str^a di 
Toledo, at Naples r 

. Marco laughed sternly, and the insane man, quailing before 
his firm glance, again sank down in his seat ; for a time he 
became silent and still. 

" Come hither, Baptistello, and you, signpr Claude," said 
Castelermo, " aid me te disarm hun, or he may turn on U8» 
and with some concealed weapon be the death of us all." 

We advanced simultaneous towards him ; but with a yell 
so loud and shrill, that (as Varro afterwards protested), it 
brought forth an echo from each of the twelve figures of 
Campanini marble, he leaped from his chair, and rushed 
towards the windows, through which the bright moonlight 
streamed, as if vying with the illuminated girandoles of the 
hall. Impelled by madness, or some strange terror, he dashed 
headlong through the casement, sending me fragments flying 
ih every direction, and sprang out upon the massive stone 
balcony. There he tossed his arms wildly, while his domestics, 
overcome with terror, held aloft their crucifixes, and muttered 
Aves. 

*^ Doj^ as he is, let us save him, in the name of mercy I 
Meet liim at the other end of the balcony, and stand well on 
your ffuard," exclaimed Castelermo, as we stepped out upon 
the pmtform. The cavaUere Galdino was thus placed between 
119 ; out the mcHnenthe found us advancing deliberately upon 
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him, he placed both hands on the cope of the stone balus- 
trade, ana, uttering a shout of triumph, vaidted over and fell 
headlong through 9ie space below. Far beneath us we heard 
a slight brushing on the furzy rocks, a falling of dislodged 
stones, and all was still. 

Half sick and giddy, I clung to the balcony, and looked 
over on the dark pine forest and winding valley below the 
tower, from which a. plumb-line might have been dropped to 
the depth of two hundred feet, without meeting with an 
obstacle. He must have been dead before he reached the 
bottom. 

*' Devil as he was, and though he has cast a dark shadow 
on the brightest path that ever opened to me through life, I 
would rather that he had died at Cassano, with his face to 
the enemy, than thus miserably and ignobly," said Castelermo. 
" Basta ! in making his elegy, I must not forget to thank St. 
John for our narrow escape, and the author of some ancient 
story for that blessed hint about changine: those coloured 
stoppers. Ah ! the cunning villain. My blood boils while I 
think of his stem treachery. Approach, Baptistello Yarro.; 
you shall have a score of bright aucats for this good service 
to-night," he added, slapping the servant familiarly on the 
shoulder. 

" May my fingers be blistered if I touch them I" said 
Varro. " Signor, I have only requited the good service you 
did me on the plains of Apulia, when the Frenchman's 
plaguy bayonet was at my tlux>at. To any other man than, 
yourself, illustrissimo, I mi^ht have behaved like a true 
sbirro, and allowed him to dnnk a skinful of la belladonna, if 
such was the pleasure of his excellency. 'Tis the third time 
I have seen these rascally jars produced." 

" Then you are the greater rogue, Varro ; but as you are 
deprived of one master, we must &id you another. Seek the 
cavaliere del Castagno at Crotona, who in my name will enrol 
you in the free corps, where you will do more good service to 
your country, by serving unaer their colours, than by wear* 
ing the livery of these dissipated and lyrannical feu<latorie8, 
who are a curse to the land they rule." 

" Would it please you to see the cavalieressa F" asked Bap- 
tistello, '* she will be a free woman now, since this last prank 
of her husband's, and I know a certain capitano who will 
throw up his cap when he hears of it. A sad life she has 
endured with him, signor, mewed up in this desolate place, 
where never a soul was to be seen, save a lonely shepherd on 
the distant mountains, or a stray peasant cutting wood in the 
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"wtSlej beknr. Via! I wiU qut ik thk hour, and rather BAt 
undor SewoUa than agaia don the lirery and aignilette <» a 
•bino.*' 

. ** SSknoe, Yaaneo" aaid Mareo ; ''ailenoe, and lead on to 
the apartment of the ladj. If it shonild be so ; she whom 1 
bvea so much! Baata! Ihaire JEaced Frendimen, Turks, and 
Algerines : bat tJua meeting— -^Mrwazd I It is fitter that she 
ahmiid learn her misfixrtane, or dellFenuooe (term it whieh 

' yoa may) from the mouili of a gentleman, than from a rabble 
of aervme-men«" 
We fofiowed Baptistello across the court or quadrangle, 

"and asecadiag a flight of mrroiw stem lifted by flickering 
Innps, arriv^ at a oonidor, where me Toices of females ajid 

• 'Boimda of lamentation beeaane audible* 

** Thia leada to the f^artmenta ^ tiio aignora, " said onr 
Ifoide. ' 

*' It seems move like the lightihonae of ACesaina^" I observed, 
^ -or ilie stair to a pnaon." 

^' And the poor Lidy haa firand it aTOiaon dreary enough," 
emtinned tho gazznknia Italian. *' Mere she has dwelt Ibr 
three long yean, and seen but seldom the face of her 
kuid^d. CattiFO ! oftoi I have heard her lamenting in the 
dreary nights, when I ke^t watch in the gallery ; for this is 
t^iowet (^ the TiEa, and its window commands a view as far 
ae to the {Taenia. Then I wished that I was a noble cavalier 
SMtead of a poor aerving*man, ihat I might free her from 

WMch thraldom. Yoa muat know, Si^or Marco," and here 
bis Toioe sank into a Tery confidential whisper, "the gi^ 

' oaptain who osed to aeronade the eavaliereasa at Yeniee, did 

-:WC»t die when-^e hired brsvo stabbed him. The wound was 
inflicted by a glass poniazd, and the blade was broken in the 

irOnnd i il was long of being^ extracted, and hmger of being 

■hedkd; but he recovered, and ia now at Catanzaro; usid, 
having biilyed SoaioQa, he haa made more than one attempt 
tb' <oelter off his mistreas, but, Inr Exeellenssa's order, we 
aiwatrB kept suoii dose watch ^-'— 

'"' ^ bast^ fi)rwanld'' exclasmed Mareo, impatiently. '* Do 
you take us for brothers of the shonlder-kaot, that we are to 
itiakd. here listening to yoor hoosdiold aeandalP I mnst see 

■yiSiir lady without delay." . 

• '; " Tb judg^ by what we hear, her women have been before- 
' ^iand wnii -jrmu migDOt" replied Yarro, again taking the lead ; 

-ayi as' aproof how fitde me oavalier'a treatment of his wife 

-oatined her to be rei^«cted by his dependants, the abino 
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threw open ker ckamber-door, and without knock or warning 
ushered us unceremoniously in. 

G^ apartment was elegant; through parted hangings of 
blue silk and gold, festooned between columns of white 
marble rising from yases of green jasper, was revealed an 
inner chamber, where stood a coudi, formed like a large 
gilded shell : abore it drooped drapNery of white satin, edged 
with the richest lace. Books, music, mandolins, were scat- 
tered about, together with work-badkets, flowers, and varioos 
gewgaws; everything that taste, wealth, or luxury could 
wish were there— save happiness. Sadly pale were the care- 
worn, but beautiful features of the lady, and strongly they 
contrasted with the plump red cheek of ner robust Cyabrian 
waiting-woman, who skick dose to her skirts on our 
entrance. 

She started, shook back the heavy ringlets from her snowy 
brow, and gazed upon us with dark but orilliant eyes, whioa 
expressed more astonishment than grief. 

" Despina Yifipola," exclaimed Oastelermo, as he started 
back a pace, ana regarded her with a glance rather of deep 
sorrow than wonder, " Ah, Despioa ! how little could I 
once have dreamed we should have met here, and greeted 
each other thus!" 

She gazed alternately at the dark but handsome features of 
the cavaliere, and the broad black velvet cross on the breast 
of his scarlet uniform ; and her glance of wonder gradually 
changed to one of confrision, recognition, and anger; ana 
covered her blushing features with her pale hand, but for an 
instant only, and then looking up with an air of hauteur, saidr— 

'' This meeting is ^uite as un^cpected to me as it maj be 
to you, Signori Cavalieri. How is it that you have this night 
slain my dear husband, the Signor Graldmo, and within nis 
own house of Beleastro P" 

"A cod guestion!" said Marco, bitterly, gnawing his 
glove, while nis proud spirit was roused by her cold non- 
flialanre ; *' admirably so! and to be asked by a notary's 
niece, of a cavaliere of the house of Buffo Sciglio " 

" Euffo, the traitor ! " said she, scomftdly ; " but you reply 
not to my question." 

'' I wul ask but another, — ^whv the devil your amiable 
gyso slew himself? Basta ! he teH into that deadly snare 
which his deliberate villany and groimdless hate prepared for 
better men. But let me be senile ; perhaps at this moment 
he is making answer for his misdeeds oefore that dread 
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tribtmal where all men mnst one day stand — ^ihe prince and 
the peasant, the highborn lord and the homeless lazarone. 
(Here Marco signed the cross, and all bowed their heads, 
save myself.) Peace be with his ashes ! I shall forget thai 
in the days of my joyous youth he robbed me of my poor 
patrimony, and deprired me of that which was dearer to me 
than all tne world beside — ^the lore of thee, Despina ; forcing 
me to abandon my country, and serve in the wars of the 
Maltese knights as a humble musketeer of the gaUeys. A 
knight of St. John should bear no enmity to the dead, and 
wars not with Christian men, imless another's sword is 
drawn upon him, after which, I trust he will stand buffets and 
blows like a true cavalier of the rock." 

" Brayissimo ! *' said the lady, affecting to smile scornfully 
through the tears which glittered in her fine eyes, " a 
woman's apartment is an excellent place to swagger and 
bluster in. You have all the manners of a Yenetmn bravo, 
signor." 

" Those of a Venetian captain might be more pleasing," 
retorted the excited cavalier. " But I will quit your roof, 
signora, and travel to Belcastro ; though this night Charybdis 
yawned in my path. Basta ! the wearer of such a badfge as 
this cross is scarcely safe in the house of a damsel so fiikmous 
for her gallantries. 

" By the blessed Madonna ! Belcastro you shall never see," 
exclaimed Despina, aroused to passion by his taimts. " Ohi» 
BaptisteUo ! where is the Teniente Guesifme and his sbirri P 
Here, Signor Guesippe di Gondezani ! Dio ! I shall burst 
with fury ! " 

In a few minutes the teniente, with twelve armed servants 
at his back, entered the apartment, and surroimded us with 
levelled musquetoons and fixed bayonets. 

" If this adventure ends in blows, I at least shall have one 
man's life in exchange for my own," said I, drawing my sabre. 
Oastelermo folded his arms beneath the dark miStaiy cloak 
which bore the red cross of his order on the left shoulder, 
and surveyed the lady and her unscrupulous rabble with a 
frown of contempt. 

" Molest us, if you dare ! " said he. *' Bear in remembrance, 
that though the noly office has passed away, he who raises 
his hand aeainst a Maltese knight commits sacrilege. Insult 
me, and think how it will be avenged ! There are no less 
than fifty cavaliers of my old commandery scattered through 
ihis very province, and in two days they would hurl this 
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mansion into the valley below. Not less will be tbe vengeance 
of the British ffeneral, if this officer, my friend, is maltreated 
by those wretSies and malefactors who wear your husband's 
livery. Back, ye scoundrels!"'he suddenly exclaimed, and 
drew his sword ; " and you, Baptistello, lead our horses to 
the gate. Santa notte, la Signora Cavalieressa ! we shall 
not forget our entertainment in this diabolical lazaretto. 
And good night to you, Signor Guesippe, and your myr- 
midons," continued Marco, with fierce irony. " Basta ! 
the malaria of the valley, and the chance of oein^ riddled 
by the rifles of Scarolla, are preferable to remainmg here, 
wliere poison and cold lead seem your best welcome to 
visitors. And so, once more, a most holy night to all this 
noble company." 

We descended to the piazza, where, mounting our half- 
refreshed horses, we again set forth on our journey ; wishing 
the Villa Belcastro and all its inmates in a hotter place than 
Italy. 

** Signor Marco, I shall be particularly careful how I 
thrust myself uninvited upon a Csdabrian mansion in future,^* 
said I, yawning as we descended the hills. 

'* You have seen Despina, and this night have had the 
sequel to my story. How little I expected it, when yes- 
terday I whiled away an hour dunng our ride by a 
relation of my adventures. I long suspected that Bel- 
castro was my rival, but never had proof of the fact until 
to-night." 

I fuldressed him once or twice, but he heard me not, and 
continued to ride on with his head bent forward, and his 
bridle-hand resting listlessly on the pommel of the saddle. 
He was, no doubt, deeply immersed in sad thoughts and 
recollections, which this unexpected interview 'with the 
woman he once loved so tenderly had recalled from 
oblivion. 
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CHAPTEE XXn. 

ITALIAH INTXI6T7E8 IN C0T71TTBY QITABTXBS. 

Os amyin^ at the base of those lofty rocks wliicli were 
crowned hj tEe Yilla Belcastro, a sonnd like the baying and 
growling of dogs caused Majrco's horse to snort, and mine to 
plunffe and curvet foriously. On advancing a little further, 
we mscovered, by the light of the moon, a sight which Med 
us with disgust. Two enormous lynxes had been contending 
for ihe shattered corse of the Cavaliere Galdino, which had 
already suffered considerable mutilation under their fan^s. 
They retired on our approach, but one dragged the remains 
nearly a hundred yards, nor dropped them imtil we fired our 
pistols and woimded it, when they both fled over the moun- 
tains, howling, one with agony, and the other with fear. We 
had considerable trouble in getting our horses past the body, 
which lay £u]iy in the centre of our narrow path ; and, not- 
withstanding mat Cartouche was a trained military charger, 
lie plunged, reared, and perspired with rage and tear, until, 
by dint of spur, I forced nim right over the ghastly remains 
of our late entertainer. 

Soon after, the moon went down, the sky changed 6xmi 
deep bhie to dusky grey, and gloomy clouds hurried in flitting 
masses across it ; at times a solitary star shot forth, and then 
was lost. The tinklinp^ rivulet, wmding through the vall&jr, 
and the silver haze wnich floated from it through pine and 
orange groves, fiuied away, and we could no longer see the 
track before us. Castelermo now ]^roposed that we shoidd 
bivouac for the night in Uie first eligible place, that our nags 
might have better bottom for continuing our journey by 
daybreak. 

After a brief reoonnoissance, we chose a sheltered spOt, 
where there was a little fountain ; the water bubbled away 
from a fissure in one of those masses of grey sandstone so 
common in Calabria, and of which the rocks of the Apennines 
are chiefly composed. We picqueted our horses within a circle 
of little maple Irees, which formed a pleasant border round the 
irocky alcove, and rolling our cloaks about us, were in &Ye 
minutes alike oblivious or the terrors of wolves, banditti, and 
the malaria. 

When I awoke, the morning sun was rising like a globe of 
fire above the mountains, and pouring between their craggy 
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sommits a flood of yellow kustre into tbe mistj Talley wh^re 
we laj. Afar off, the yilla of BelcastrOt ite caBements gleam- 
ing in the dancing sunbeams like plates of polished gold, 
towered on the din that rose aboFO Hie waving woodl^ods, 
batiied in pnrple and white. A solitaoy flg-tree threw its 
shadow across the fountain, the rude bason orwhidL had been 
built by the shepherds witibi the richJy-aoalptared fragments 
of some andent buildiiig,—- a reliei, perhaps, of the days of 
Magna Grsecia. On the moss-grown pieces were initials and 
inscriptions, whidi I had ndther time nor lore to dedpher, 
and close by me lay, half sank in the flowery turf, a mossy 
Corinthian capital, with a winged horse, exquisitely carred, 
springing from the acanthus leaves at each comer, and sup- 
porting on its outspread pinions the acute angles of the 
abacus. A glittering Eoiaice was twining round it ; and ihe 
continuity of such a reptile recalling the adventure with the 
iprpsies, I sprung up, shook my ample doak, and prepared 
lor tiie saddle again. 

A gallop in the pure air of a breezy momiag is ddigh^nl 
exereue ; it refreshes the body and enHrens the spirits, bradng 
the frame and lightening the heart. The -pkiee where we 
had refoaed was swamp]^, and a pestilential vapour hov«^ 
about it, oppresdn^ us with an indination to doze, which we 
had some Ixouble in combating ; but our gallop along the 
simi^ monntainHnde soon sho^ c^ the d&owsmess which 
weigbed down our ey^dids, and the numbness that stiffened 
our liaibs. The sensation I mean, must have been experienced 
by all who have bivouacked by mght in low marshy places in 
a warm atmosphere. 

We passed the little town of Belcastro, the siareets of 
winch, according to ancient use and wont, were so encum- 
bered witii herds of wild pies, the comm<m stock of the inha- 
bitants, that we could searody get our startled horses through, 
and were every moment in danger of being thrown by me 
'anordng porkers running between ^ir legs. We had a 
hasty repast at a miseral:& albergo, but it was the best in the 
^^kce, and, as the host avezred* the identical house in which 
JQiomas Aquinas was bom. 

The roads were so winding and intricate, that as yet we 
Were only twenty miles distant from Orotona, and we pushed 
Tanidty mrward, resolving to make xxp for the previous day^s 
delay. 

Castelenno, upon whom the adventures of iihe past night 
had made a gloom^r impression, rode beside me for many nmes 
in; fiience. mis mind was, doubtless, rerevting to a thousand 
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long-forgotten dreams and cherished thoughts, which his in- 
terview with the fickle Despina, and the sound of her voice, 
had summoned before him ; while I, on the contrary, felt 
lifht-hearted as the distance diminished between us and the 
vula D'Alfieri, which it was my intention to visit on our way 
to head-quarters. I thought more of Bianca's bright eyes 
and glossy ringlets, than the oblong despatches, returns of 
killed wounded, prisoners, and m£sing, lists of captured 
cannon, stores, &c. &c., with which Macleod had stuned my 
sabretache, for the perusal of Sir John Stuart. 

After a time, the wonted serenity of the cavalier returned, 
and as the country into which we penetrated became more 
mountainous and romantic, he related to me man^ a wild 
legend and tradition of blood and sorcery— of Gothic chiefs, 
I^rman knights, and Saracen emirs, and many a sad story 
of Italian love, all of which have long since passed away from 
my remembrance. Every rood of ground was rich in memo- 
ries of the past, and covered with the moss-grown relics of 
bygone nations and a^es. 

A ride of twelve nules or so brought us to Catanzaro, in. 
the principality of Squillaci, one of the fbiest towns in 
Calabria Ultra, situated about two miles from the' Adriatic 
Oatanzaro then bore many traces of that terrible earthquake 
which, in 1783, devastated those provinces and the Isle oi 
Sicily, and it has been almost wholly destroyed by a similar 
visitation in 1832. Its ladies were esteemed the most beautifal 
in southern Italy, but I had little opportunity of judging foe 
myself; we had the pleasure of seemg only one handsome 
ffirl, who, during the hour or two we halted, displayed fk 
formidable sample of the worst traits in the Calabrian char 
racter. A small party of Italian troops, sent over from 
Palermo, were quartered in the town. Their uniform was 
white, with scarlet facings and epaulettes, black cross-belts, 
and heavy bear-skin caps ; altogetner, they were very soldi^- 
like fellows, and their commanding officer, a gay young* 
Keapohtan, whom we met at the tabk d'h6te, was not less so. 
As we had been acquainted at Palermo, in the course of ten 
minutes we became intimate as old friends, and Captain 
Yalerio Piozzi, of Caroline's Italian Guard, soon made us 
aware that he was the most reckless and dissipated cavalier 
in Ferdinand's service, and that he thought it no small honour 
to be deemed so. Bi^ we knew all tlmt before ; his pranks 
«and gallantries had long furnished laughter and conversation 
for every mess and coterie in Sicily. 

Castelermo changed colour when we met him. *' Yalerio 
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Piozzi ;" he whispered to me ; " our friend is the identical 
oflScerof whom our late acquaintance, the Signor Galdino, was 
so jealous. Basta ! there was good reason to be on the alert, 
ana keep Despina close while he was so near as Catan- 
zaro ! '* 

** I have news for you, Si^or Capitano," said Marco, as we 
lounged &om the table d'h6te towards a cantina. 

" My friend, I am glad of that," said the captain, with a 
half yawn ; " 'tis so deuced dull here, that one seems quite 
out of the world — entombed — ^bedevilled !" 
" H cavaliere di Belcastro — '* 

" Ha !" exclaimed the captain, changing countenance, and 
turning briskly to Marco, whom he keenly scrutinized through 
his glass, which never left his eye. 

"My gay Valerio, I have a tale to tell which will harrow 
up your heart, if you have one." 
" The deuce !" 

" The husband of Despina is dead—" 
" The devil ! is that all !" exclaimed the captain, with an 
almost uncontrollable burst of laughter. " Tnat makes me 
merry," he added, stroking his mustachios, which were well 
perfumed and pointed with pomatum. " The particulars, caro 
aignor : slain by the brigands, I presume P" 
" No, by his own evil passions." 

"Faith, they nearly slew even me in Venice," replied 
Pioziri, who, on hearing of our visit to the villa, tossed his cap 
into the air. 

" Che gioja, what happiness," he exclaimed ; " I must to 
horse, and away to Despma" (I saw poor Marco's brow cloud). 
"Ola, my horse I Annibale Porko, seek my servant.," he cned, 
to a sergeant who passed, " and order my horses m an hour." 
The soldier saluted, and withdrew. "PerBaccho! tisjoyo^ 
news : old Galdino gone to the Styx. Amen ! Devil go with 
him. What a merry bout we shall have^And his property 
—all settled on the cavalieressar-bravo, Valeno luckiest of 
dogs ! Here, Signor Cantiniero, wme— wme ! Wha-t shall 
we have, Marcos-say, Signor Dundas— you are a judge : 

^^*aS 1 no-we have had enough of that," said Castel- 

•-"mdSyBurgo^a, then,-golden Andaluzia - sparkhng 
CJhampa^e, gkaiSng hke diamonds m sunbeams ? 

" A« vou please, I am no connoisseur, said ±, and two 
Inrgeo/stal jaw of the last were speedUy summoned. 
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'* Corpo di Baccho ! it is a pxiiiislmient for a Cardmsian to 
reside here, in this dull place on the Adriatic shore/' said the 
caption, as we lounged on the rustic sofas, beneath the yine- 
corered verandah of the cantina, and pushed the wine-jan 
about tiie well-polished table ; " positively, I am ennuied to 
death, and wouM give a year's pay to find myself once more 
at Naples, or even at Eeggio, — ^there are some sprightly gtris 
there. 

"And yet the women of Catanzaro are considered tiie 
fairest in Italy," observed a smart young fellow, with whom 
we had been conversing on various topics for some time pest ; 
he had followed us uninvited from the table d'hote, where his 
very handsome features and long fair locks had won him dor 
favour. 

" Handsome they may be, but I would not give a Kvely 
sewing girl of Naples for the fairest lady in the Calabrias. 
Ah ! had you heard Italian whispered by the dulcet tongues 
of Venetian girls, you would turn with disgust from the 
guttural Ghreek of these poor provincials." 

** 'Tis a matter of taste," replied our boorish friend, sippiog 
his wine, to conceal the rising colour which glowed on his 
beardless face. "I am a stranger here, and pretend not to 
judge of the beauty or vivacity of the ladies ; so I premmie 
IS this British officer ; and the cavaliere di Malta cannot be 
expected to venture an opinion on such topics." 

'^ Now by all the gods of accursed heathendom !" cried ilho 
Italian officer, showing all his white teeth as he langhed 
boisterously. "Heaven help thine ignorance, most gentle 
signor of this barbarous land. I have seen at the winddWS 
of the Maltese knights fairer faces than all the towns of thesis 
wild provinces comd produce. These cavaliers are greater 
connoisseurs than a Turkish dealer in such commodities; fbr 
the portentous cross on their breasts does not in any wzrjr 
freeze the heart below, or render it insensible to such impress 
sions. B^ grey dawn, many a pretty damsel, shrouded in a 
loose domino, have I seen steaung away from the portal of 
the knights' palace at Naples ; though these cavaliers deport 
themsehres demurely enough by day, the stars do not Iodic 
on merrier revellers, or more joyous companions; and the 
Cavaliere Marco knows well the truth o( what I affirot; 
All Italy knows the famous military c^t^-order of Saint 
John." 

" The Cavaliere Marco would advise your lively valour to 
speak more gently of his order. Some irregularities are 
doubtless committed by my brethren of the swoid and mantle; 
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hsst you mast bear in memory the saying of the conning 
Lnccnesi — 'There are good and bad people everywhere/ 
Signor, speak not against my order! When I remember 
what it was but a few years ago— when the church of *St. 
John was hnng with the shield! of four thousand knights ; 
its marble floors covered with the achievements of those who 
were gone ; and its dome filled with the captured trophies of 
the iimdelfr—when the unsullied banner of the order waved 
firom the ramparts of Sant' "Elmo, and we had galleys at sea 
and soldiers on the land, my mind is filled wim sorrow and 
regret. When I look back to the glorious days of our illus- 
trK)us crand master, old Yilliers de I'lsle Adam, to those 
days when six hundred knights, shut* up in the island of 
Hhodes, defended it for six months against two hundred 
thousand Turks, my soul is filled with exaltation and 
chivalry. So beware, Signer Valerio! The knights of 
Malta nave suffered bo much of late from the usiirpation 
of Buonaparte mid the unfdlfiUed and often reiterated 
promises of Britain^ that they have grown somewhat petulant 
and hasty." 

** Enough, signor — I sit rebuked, and submit quietly, 
knowing that I may be a little in error,'* answered the frank 
officer. " But to change the subject ; if I am not soon re- 
called to head-quarters, I shall have to quit ihis Oatanzaro 
without beat of drtun. The air of the place is getting quite 
too hot for me ; I have been here only three weeks, and in 
that time contracted debts to the amount of some thousand 
ducais. I tried the rouge et noir — abominaticm I they only 
made matters worse, and the villanous shop-people, tlie 
podesta, the eletti, and the tipstaves, are all ready to pounce 
upon me en masse; worse than all, the women of the place 
are at drawn diggers about me." 

"You are quite to be envied!" said the yoxmg Calabrian, 
with an air of impatient scorn. 

" You shall hear whether it be so," replied the captain. 
** Ah ! the uniform of the Que^i's Italian guard is sometldng 
new here ; and, in trath, we have been rather free with our 
ilMFOors ; myself in particular. Three narrow escapes have 
been the conseouence (these Calabrians are wondrously prone 
to assassination) ; once from the knife of a rascal mred by 
some frail fair one unknown, and once from a dose of bella- 
donna, with which an angry damsel contrived to drug my 
chocolate tiie other morning ; when I was just about to arint 
it, she threw herself at my feet in an agony of sorrow and 
horror, imploring my pity and forgiveness ; so, after abund- 
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ance of tears, threats, upbraiding, and all that sort of thing, 
I quietly put her outside the door" — 

** Ana the third, signer ; the third ?" said the young Cala- 
hriftn, impatiently. 

" Was from the poisoned weapon of a furious brother, 
whose sister I had jilted, and grown weary of. Ah ! the 
cowardly dog ! he caUed it honour, I think ; rather amusing 
in this rustic land of fauns and satyrs. But the adventure 
would have gone otherwise with me, had not my trusty Ser- 
jeant, Annibale Forko, sucked the wound, and bathed it with 
brandy. Behold ! 'tis yet far &om well," he added, pulling 
up the richly laced sleeve of his white uniform, and showing 
a long scar above the wrist. 

" Faith 1" said I, " if you have many such scrapes. Captain 
Piozzij YOU are likely to bo cut off, and suddenly ; an It^an 
seldom orooks a wrong." 

" But I cannot comprehend the nature of these unpolished 
Calabrians," replied this heedless, liarum-scarum gallant, into 
whose empiy head the wine was rapidly mounting. " Per 
Baccho ! tney are mere savages — Hottentots ! WiU you be- 
lieve itP if I venture to pay a compliment to the mistress of 
my billet, or to kiss her daughter (which I am often disposed 
to do, the said daughter being rather fresh and pretty), the 
maestro di casa jerks up his Messina sash, twirls his whiskers, 
and plays so ominously with the hait of his knife, that I am 
compelled to keep my gallantry within very narrow 
bounds. I must even refra.in from those little acts of 
cavalier-like politeness, by which some obliging citizens of 
Kaples woula consider themselves duly honoured; more 
especially if it were a noble gentiluomo of the queen's guard 
that deigned to salute one of his family. O ! for joyous 
Venice, and its money-making mothers, who for sixty 
sequins — " 

" Basta ! " interrupted Marco, " you let every one hear you, 
Valerio, by speaking in such a key. By St. «^tony ! — " 

** Hush, M!arco, 'tis quite unfashionable to swear by these 
old saints; the newest canonizations are always most in 
vogue. St. Antony, indeed! The ancient fool; I would 
ramer swear by his gridiron, which the monks show at 
iRimini. But to resume. Here, in this cursed province; if 
one but looks at a woman, cold iron is thought or instantly, 
and one may be dead as Brutus in less time than one can 
utter a credo. — ^What the deuce can delay my rogue of a 
groom P" 

** You labour under so many annoyances, that I am asto- 
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nislied you have survived them," observed the young provincial, 
contemptuously. 

*• By the jovial San Cupido ! you know not half of them. 
As my soldiers are apt to imitate their accomplished com- 
mander in many things, the kind's service has lost several 
smart fellows in these domestic crawls. But cx^urage, Ya- 
lerio ! It is quite a godsend, this sudden death of that bear, 
old Belcastro ; and as the charming Despina is so near, I 
shall hope to pay her many a visit of condolence. Nay, frown 
not, Marco, my love for her is of the most pure and JPlatonic 
description. Besides, I have sent a most heart-rending me- 
morial to the queen, and it is so well seconded and flanked by 
the duchessa m Bagnara, and other fair ladies, who are impa- 
tient for my return, that I have no doubt my party will soon 
be ordered to rejoin at Palermo, without my troubling our 
gruff commander-in-chief, Giambattista Fardella. Then, 
adieu to Catanzaro, its wickedness, and its women." 

** And Signora Teresa with the rest P" asked l^e Calabrian, 
with a low voice and a flushing cheek. 

'' Ha ! know you Teresa Navona P" asked the captain, scan- 
ning the flne features of the youth with a keen glance. ** Do 
you belong to Catanzaro P " 

"Yes, signor, — ^no. That is, not -now," stammered the 
boy, with angry confusion. ** But I once resided here, and 
have only just returned, after a long absence. You know 
Teresa P**^ 

'* As well as man can know such a compound of fascination 
and subtlety as an Italian woman," laughed the handsome 
Uroardsman. ** You are to learn, gentlemen, that this is the 
escapade I spoke of; the duel with the devil of a brother. 
There was a judge of the grand civil court of Cosenza, who 
died here lately, after living in retirement since our fHends 
the French crossed the Alps. This learned old fellow had 
two daughters, Pompeia and Teresa ; the first I have never 
seen, but the last, who resides with her mother here, has 
been for some time past the happy means of cheering my 
dreary detachment duty in the towns hereabout; and truly 
the girl is a magniflcent creature for a Calabrian ! Her bright 
eyes and rubj lins are Italian ; her white skin, full bosom, 
and long flowmg hair, have come with the Greek blood ; and 
her vivacity is quite oriental." 

** Was, you should say," muttered the young man. " Alas ! 
Bignor, her vivacity has fled since you knew her." 

''In short, Captain Biozzi, you have had an intrigue,'* 
aaidL 

TOL. I. y 
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** Biffht, signor," lie replied, composedly ; ^ but one fran^^ 
with tne due proportion of mystery and cold steel vfaidi 
uaiudly accompany an Italian intng^e. It being discoirered 
tfaat 1 bad carried the fortress by a coup de main, the giii 
Teresa was ccmsigned to that conyent yonder, the eaTwpanilft 
of which yoa now see shining in Ihe sun ; and the mother 
solaced herself with strong hysterics and strong waters nntO 
tfie amTal of her ion, a fiery young Bubaltem of ihe Sioiliai. 
Tohmteers, who galloped across &om the eamp of St.£kifenikv 
with the express purpose of parading me. 

*' Three days ago> when returning &cm, this wine-home^ 
and just under the Idjidonna at the street comer yondea%-ih]a 
young spark assaulted me sword in hand, flinging his hiEt on 
tiie ground, and his doak round his left arm, m. iht most 
iqiproTed duellist fashion. So furious was his omel, Ihat I 
had scarcely tone to stand on my gvard, but we tinrnst aaid 
cut at each other like any two bsavos on the boards €i iSbtt 
San Carlo ; my supcfrior skiU soon overcame tha Hcseulean 
s^n^h of the Calabrese officer, and the fifth passado hid 
him dead, at my feet." i 

''Madonna mia!" exclaimed the Calabrian, smiting hk 
breast with horror. 

"The devil r I exclaimed; ''poor fellow, and you ledly 
kffledhimr 

" ISot quite, signer ; but dd Forko, I believe, brained hat 
with his halberd, * was the cool reply. 

** The villain, Porko, shall answer dearly for this xnniliiy 
and murder r* exclaimed Casteleimoy with an aspeet «! 
aeverity. ** And so, signer Piozziy jou have gone mm, bad 
to worse; first outraged the eonnding sist^^ and tiun 
destroyed the spirited brc4her !" 

'^Gospette!" muttered Fioszi, "I know these tlmunwiB 
sound ill at the court, and in old Fardell&*s office at "FtliArmoi 
wbaterer they may be thought of at our mess-houaa on Hho 
Cassero." 

** But how will they appear in the ooort of he«rTen, on thil 
dread day, when all men will be judged by their deedsf" 
asked tba Maltese ccnnmander, witili a stem expreanooy 
whidii, however, did not abash our Tolatile firiend. 

«« Admirable I" he renhed, waving his cigar, '^you set tils 
military monk to the life. That sort of air did very wdl ia 
L'Isle Adam's days, but it w<Hi't pass now, Mareo, so pray 
lay it aside, or assume it only in the convent at Malte, or tiba 

§ abuse at Kaples, and for ihe present be the firank cavaKer of 
le last hour, A proud spirit cannot brook an ~ 
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tone. Ah ! here comes my rascally jgroom at last ; while he 
loiters with that girl yonder, let ns annk to la Sign<»ra Teresa. 
Her family, if tli^y be wise, wiU hnsh the matter up, and she 
may yet marry some honest artisan^ who will de^n her none 
the worse for having a few docats &om Yalerio Piozzi, cap- 
tain of the Boyal Italian guard, knight grand cross of San 
Marco, and heaven knows what m<»re." 

The eyes of the yonng Calabrese flashed jBre. 

** And think yon, base rajQSan," he exclaimed, in a voice 
shrill and tremiuons with ra^e, " that old Albanian Greeks, 
though now sunk to the grade of mere Italian citizens, v^ 
Ibcget that their blood h£ descended to them from the long 
£ne of the princes of Epim^ and permk these foal wrongs to 
pass without retribution F' 

« Insolent brat, I neidier know nor eare 1" rralied ^he oapt 
tain, grasping his riding switch, and regarding the bold youth 
sternly ; *' and but tb^t your ehin is smooui as an apple — 

foh! I can bandy word and blow with any blusterer in 
taly, and shall not shrbik from a peasant or woodcutter of 
this rustic land ; but now, since the d^s of chivalry have 
passed away, teU. xoe, mv pretty Meflserino, who will become 
the champion of this fallen star? and, gave nxyBelf* to whim 
«an she look for redress P" 

** To the right hand of he^ sister, since death has left none 
other to av^oige h^," cried the yoatii, in a voice rising almost 
io a shriek, and tlie bright barrel of a pktol glittered in 
the sunlight which streamed between the vine l^es of the 
trdlis. Levelling^ fhU at Yalerio, she fired, just as I struek 
vp her weafKHU !EVom the tone of the voiee» and the despair 
that glared in the eye. there Bashed upon xne a suspicion of 
the sex and purpose of this youth. 

The ball dashed to pieces the head of the large waxen 
Madonna, which occupied a lofty niche at the comer of the 
street. A cry of ** sacrilege," and ** murder!*' arose, and tha 
people rushed towards us frotti aU quarters. As the smoke 
cleared, we discovered the impertarbahle captain stroking hit 
moustache, and smiling gnm^, bdi wi& an air of exquisite 
aonchalance. 

«( ^Qinee my heart failed me, but he is destroyed at last I" 
cried Fompeia, in terrible accents, as she cast away the pistol 
^which she had fired with both her eyes dosed), and ainlring 
back on the rustic sofa, burst into apassion of tsars. 

" Holy St. John of Jerusalem and of Shodes, look heore F* 
exclaimed Castelermo, while I seized her, that dkd irrightTigt 
escape. 

V 2 
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** Wretch !" muttered Marco. 

"I am wretched, indeed !" she replied bitterly, still keep- 
ing hfer eyes closed, "yet I do not deem myself so abject as 
to be grasped thus with impuniiy. Unhand me, sigzxor, I 
hare omy smintiie destroyer of my sister's peace, my brother's 
life (perhaps my mother s too), and the fame of our family, 
Gruiltiess of wanton wickedness, I have only destroyed a 
ribald and reckless libertine, in the midst of his sinful 
boaitiog.'* 

" Here is a devil of a damsel !*' said Yalerio, with a laugh. 
** Per Baccho ! a pestilent, narrow escape it waa. But for yon, 
signor Claude, I might have been chanering with Charon for 
a passage across the Siyx, and squabbling, perhaps, with old 
Belcast^ on the voyage. To your care I commend this 
amiable sample of her sex, while I canter off to the yiUa of 
Despina." 

Bos servant at that moment rode up with a led horse, and 
he leaped into the saddle. 

"Wretch!" shrieked Pompeia, "hast thou escaped that 
death so richly merited P" 

** Safe and sound, my pretty termagant — aim better next 
time/* replied the officer, caracoline his horse, to push back 
the clamorous crowd. " Adieu, Caro Marco ! adieu, signor 
Claude! your most humble servant, my pretty Pompeia, 
Ola ! keep out of my horse's way, signori the ral)ble, ana so, 
buona sera, good-evening to everybody;" and, with m 
reckless laugh, he dashed off at a gallop thorough the street^ 
which was dSirkening fast, as the sun had set. He was foi* 
lowed by a volley of execrations from the crowd, some of 
whom he tumbled into the kennel, as he pushed headkmg 
through. 

" Unhand me, signor," said the damsel, with an assumption 
of digniiy. " I am a Calabrese woman, and all Calabria wiU 
applaud the deed !" 

A shout arose from the admiring populace ; yet the girl 
trembled with shame, sorrow, and anger. 

" But not so will He into whose awful presence you were 
about to hurl a fellow-being, with many grievous sins and 
follies accumulated on his head. You wotud have destroyed 
him, body and soul ; he would have passed away unbidden, 
nnconfessed, and unforgiven ! Heaven judge l>etween him 
and thee, woman ! but in this matter you nave acted unwisely. 
Madonna grant forgiveness to you both!" added MarcQ, 
aigning the cross. 
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" Madonna grant it !" muttered the rabble round ns, bowing 
their heads. 

** I am not a child to be preached to, either by canon 
regular or church militant I" retorted this fiery damsel. She 
was a noble-looking beauty, about twenty, with long dark 
lashes, silken hair, and npe pouting lips, which consorted 
oddly with her broad hat and black surtout, of the newest 
Neanolitan cut. The colour was fast returning to her pallid 
cheek, and the fire of her eyes had never dimmed. " JJead 
me to the podest^ of Catanzaro ! by him wiU I be judged, 
but not by a knight of the Maltese cross." 

** No, signora," replied Castelermo, " I am not prosecutor 
in this matter ; to your own sorrows and conscience I leave 
you — adieu!" and sne waa led away by the people, her face 
buried in her mantle, and utterly desertea by that stem 
Confidence which had sustained her throughout this wild 
aJQTair. 

Sergeant Annibale Forko we reported to the officer next 
in command, who promised to send him to St. Eufemio 
for trial by court-martial, a pledge which he never re* 
deemed. 

About an hour after Are-Maria rang, we quitted the moim* 
tain town of Catanzaro, and struck directly across the country, 
with the intention of visiting the villa d'Alfieri. 

Kot long after this affair, I remember Castelermo handing 
me, with a cold and grim smile, a copy of the " Gazzetta 
Britannica," in which there was a paragraph, announcing that 
our wild fHend the captain had been married to the widow of 
Belcastro, with great splendour, at the archiepiscopal re* 
sidence of the bishop of Cosenza. 

From that hour Inever again heard him utter the name of 
Despina. 
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CHAPTEB XXHL 

TBAKCATBIFA, THX BBiaAITD. 

I yria aEware tiiat, acoordin^ to Btriot arders, I ong^ io 
have proceeded fortiiwhJi, without deviation or de&f^ to 
Sejila, but a detour of twenty miles, to visit mj geaaJ&t 
BianoSi oonld not in anj way injure the aervioe ; ana how 
seldoih is it when campaigning tiiat the imj^oLse of one's own 
heart can be obeyed ! Too ofwn does dniy interfere wiHi the 
beet and tenderest affections of the soldier, sending him fyrik 
with a heart seared and ahnost broken, to fight the heMeBci 
his ooimtry ; or, still worse, to dose a long life of ^patxm- 
tion, by perishmg amid Uie pMtBent swamps of the West^ <Bf 
the wars and diseases of the JBast Indies. 

We were now getting wifchin the vioinily of the redonbtable 
brigand Fzancatnpa, and his terrible handiwork became mam- 
fest at every mile of the way, as we neared his stronghold in 
the forest of St. Enfemio. In a solitary pass we found a car- 
riage, apparently from Naples, a wreck by ihB wayside, with 
its springs broken, and one of the mules lying shot between 
the traces. The trunks, which had been stimped before and 
behind, were rifled ; the morocco lininfi; had been ripped and 
torn down in seareh of concealed ramables, and the g^ 
panels were riddled by muBket4MJls. 

l%e unfortunate traveller, scarcely alive, lay half out of the 
vehicle, his head on the ground, covered with wounds, and 
bleeding profusely ; he seemed to have offered a desperate re* 
sistanoe, for one nand grasped a discharged pistol, while the 
other yet clenched a poniard. We raised him gently, and 
laid him on the slope of a grassy bank, where his c&mmy 
white face and glazing eyes glimmered horribly in the cold 
moonlight. 

" Signer," said Castelermo, as he knelt down and held his 
crucifix before the eyes of the dving sufferer, ** tell us who 
committed this detestable outrage r ' 

" Francatripa !'* muttered the quivering lips of the dying 
man, who immediately expired. We then placed the body 
within the carriage, and after fastening the doors to protect 
it from the wolves, rode towards a vill^e which lay about a 
league off, to rouse the peasantry. 

A little farther on, we passed a poor country girl, weeping 
over the body of an aged shepherd, whose dog sat whining at 
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his feet. The old man, had been slain by a blow &om Hm 
butt of a musket. His daughter supported his head in her 
lap, bedewing it with tears, and wiinne the blood &om his 
ptde, lifeless face and ailTer hairs with ner lin^i head-dress^ 
while she mingled with her prajers many an anathema on the. 
name of '* Erancafcri^ !" Around lay ia» ruins of tilieir hot ; 
the old man had perished in defence of his flock, and the ex* 
treme youth of the cprl had alone saTed her £rom being carmd 
off to the stronghcda of the brigands. 

As we approached l&e Tillage, the white cottages of whidk 
shone in me moonli^it on i& dark-green mountain side, a 
lurid £ame shot across the sky : they were in flames ! Then 
the r^orts of nmsketxy were heard ; a skirmish had ensued 
between the brigands and the armed peasantry ; the latter 
had been de£eat«l, and the unrelenting lieutenant oi Franca- 
tripa, after layins their dwellings in auies, leisurely retreated 
upi^e hiUs withliis band. 

*' Satan seems abroad to-night !" said I, as the wailing of 
women and children was borne ^t us on the ni^t-breeae. 

" Since the days of Maroo Soarra, such outrages as tiiese 
haTC been matters of daily occurrence in our mountain ^*o- 
Tinces," re^ed the cayaUer. *' These Tillains haye probably 
been foragmg in the yalley ; and desolation and deat^ in- 
variably attend resistance. But, perhaps, the villagers may 
have lieen guilty of s<mie disloyaiiy to our cause, and have 
thus brought upon them ihe yengeance of Erancatripa, who 
is one of Carolina's robber-knights, and by her authority bears 
the rank of colonel. Alas ! signer, you see how war ealb 
forth all the wcnrst traits of the Ualabrian character. When I 
look on these things, I blush that I am an Italian." 

" Truly," said 1, *' we have seen some things whidi make 
zne suppose there is more of truth than mmioe in the old 
Italian proverb applied to the JSTeapoHtan pecmle." 

"Naples is a paradise inhabUed 2^ devils!" relied 
Marco. " Ha ! I fought a Tuscan on the ramparts of Yaletta 
one morning, for uttenn^ that impertinent saying." 

On reaching the hamlet we found the greater number of 
the cottages burned down ; and the only answers our inquiries 
received were, "the king of the forest, Francatripa— 4he 
hunchback — ^the devil !" 

A man warned us not to proceed, for the banditti were stiH 
hovering about ; but as only one pass of the mountains Lrv 
between us and Maida, we determined to pu^ forward at aU 
risks. After examining our girths and pistol-locks, we dariied 
at a gallop into a gorge of the hills, which seemed doubly 
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dark after leayine the blaze of the burning hamlet, being 
also deprived of the moon, whose light was intercepted by a 
gigantic peak of the Apennines. 

The hoofs of our galloping horses alone broke the stillness 
around us, xmtil we had reached the centre of the pass or 
chasm, where the frowning cliffs arose on each side lixe sable 
walls, their summits, in some places, overhanging the base ; 
when, hark ! the shidll blast of a Colabrian horn, waking the 
echoes of that dismal hollow, caused us to reiu suddemy up 
and prepare for action. As the reverberations of the nom 
died away, a glare of crimson light burst through the gloom ; 
it burned steadily, increasing in radiance and splendour, 
tinging hills and rock, the forms of ourselves and horses, with 
the hue of blood, and shedding over the whole landscape, 
woodland, hill, and hollow, the same sanguine tint. This 
effect, at any other time, or under other circumstances, we 
should have admired ; at it was, our lives were in jeopardy, 
and delight gave place to apprehension. 

An enormous red light, blazing on a pinnacle of rock, dis- 
tinctly revealed our position and appearance to a horde of 
banditti, in conical hats or long blue caps and gay parti- 
coloured garments, who swarmed on the cliffs above and 
around us, barring advance or retreat, with their levelled 
rifles. 

"Basta!" exclaimed Castelermo, his voice faltering with 
shame and chagrin. ** O ! for thirty cavaliers of John de 
Valette, or old L'Isle Adam ! Must we yield — and to wretches 
such as these P" 

" Surrender or die !** I replied, considerably excited ; 
" the path is open before us ; out we should assuredly be 
blown to pieces before we had moved a horse's length." 

We were immediately surrounded, and peremptorily 
conmianded to dismount. I saw how the fierce spirit of my 
companion blazed up within him as he obeyed the order ; and 
my own indignation was not less. Our swords were next 
demanded ; and, knowing the futility of resistance, I submitted 
to be deprived of my sabre and despatches. 

" My good fellows," said I, " remember I am a British 
officer I" 

" Base vagabonds !" thundered Castelermo, while his pale 
lips quivered with rage, "at least respect the garb JT wear! 
You may keep my sword now, for to me it is useless, 
after bemff sullied by such dishonourable hands ; but bear 
in mind tnat this night you have committed a most horrid 
sacrilege !" 
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" We will bear the weight of that easily, cayaliere," said one 
fellow, " and pay our blessed mother church a moiety out of 
your ransom, vte must obey our orders ; and if Ferdinand IV., 
or even the grand bailiff of the proyince passed this way^ they 
would be required to yield both cloak-bag and sword to the 
king of St. Eufemio." 

" Take the matter quietly, signor," said another, striking 
me on the shoulder with insolent familiarity ; " remember you 
might hxve fallen into rougher hands than Erancatripa's free 
companions." 

"Erin^ a horse-halter, ho ! ho ! and bind them !" cried a 
shrill voice, which I immediately recognised. I turned 
towards the speaker, who had just dropped down from the 
rocks ; but could not distinguish his iigure, the blaze of the 
red light having now expired. 

"By Heaven! I would not have surrendered without 
fighting to the last, could I have suspected this foul indig- 
nity !" exclaimed Marco bitterly, while I bit my lips in silence ; 
and Gaspare Truffi, by whose orders we were bound, rolled 
on the turf, yelling and grinning like a fiend, with malicious 
delist and exultation. 

"Forward!" he commanded. "Where did you say we 
were to meet the capitano P" 

" Where the Maida road intersects the ancient way to the 
town of Cosenza," replied one of the band. " He awaits us 
among the old ruins of those pagan Greeks." 

" On then," replied the little man of authoriiy. " On, but 
povero voi ! keep well together when crossing the hills, or I 
will blow to the night wind the brains of the first man who 
straggles !" 

I was surprised to find these fierce desperadoes submitting 
to the incessant hectoring of a pitiM hunchback ; but after a 
time I observed that his commands, although strictly obeyed, 
were a source of secret merriment to the band. I also dis- 
covered amongst them many young men of superior birth, 
address, and education, who had been reduced to such ignoble 
fellowship by their own excesses, or by preferring a stat« of 
free brigandage on their native mountains, to bowing beneath 
the yoke of france, and submitting to its mihtary conscription. 

Some of them still retained in ueir manners traces of good 
Neapolitan society, but the majority were ft crew of the most 
hardened ruffians that ever were congregated together. I 
fully expected on being presented to the leader, to experience 
the most brutal treatment, having been always led to 
suppose that Pranoafcripa was a Tery demon incamatey 
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and, save Mamsumey tbe worst of all the outlaws of lawless 
Calabria. 

** ISTow, then, gentlemen, remember that with my own hand 
I will shoot the first who attempts to escape. Hear me I ^ou 
in partioolar !" said GraspareTniffi, giving ms threat «iiflt<^«.l 
force by bestowing on my shoulder a smivt stroke with a pistol 
Imtt (one of my own silver-mounted pops with rifled barrels, 
a present from the general) At mat mcnnent, my heart 
avreUed almost to bimSing. I tamed fiercely towards Traffi ; 
but, on beholding him astride my gallant grey, with his short 
crooked legs scaroeLy reaching below the saddle flaps, his pro- 
digious hump, his over-srown head and amply-bearded visage 
snxmonnted DY a straw hat of the largest size, his groteaque 
figure viewed by the moonlight was so ludicrous, that I burst 
into an uncontrollable fit of laughter. Even tha grave 
Gastelermo laughed aloud, and the whole band joinea in a 
hearty roar of merriment. This, though it put us all in 
toleraJble humour, roused the wrath of the huuchback, who 
glared from one to another, without knowing on whom to 
mreak his passion. 

'* It is quite a riddle to me how this odd fellow was em 
permitted beneath the roof <^ the St. Agata palace ; you re* 
member, we first met him there," said I to my oompamon. 

" The cursed reptile played well and deeply ; but I doubt 
mvusk if he would again dare to approach- 

'* Silenzio !" thui^red the hunchback, as he forced CSar- 
toudbe (whom he oould scarcely manage) toward me, sideways, 
and twice endeavoured to ride over me ; but the brave charger 
knew me too well, and always swerved aside when t^ 
preaching too close. Failing thus in his object, Grasoaee 
dealt me a blow on the mouth with the pistol-butt, wnich 
«oyered my fiice with blood, and nearly demolished my fixmt 
teeth. The band murmured at this cowardly outrage, a&d 
perhaps nothing but fear of Eraneatripa prevented his incensed 
Seotenant fcom pistolling me on the spot. 

We had now arrived at the place appointed ; the ruins of a 
msgestic fane, which had once echoea the precepts of Pytha- 
coras, and the triimiphs of Milo ; its massive Doric c(dumn8, 
the ponderous abacus, and carved entablature, with the most 
exquisite specimens of sculpture, were all hurled together in 
chaotic heaps just as the temple had been left by some tre- 
mendous convulsion, which had levelled its gk»nes to the dust. 
The stones were mossy and green* the vine and ivy, the scar- 
let fuchsia and the wild rose, and a thousand odorous plants 
jftoorished luxuriantly, and entwined the ruins with wreaths 
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of UoBsom. But there was something mdancholy in the 
aspect of the place whefBi viewed by the brilliant moon,—- the 
same orb which had beheld the 'first stone of their fbun* 
dotions laid, amid all Hie religions solemnities <^ pagan 
€rreeoe. 

A horn was soonded, but the echoes died away, and no 
answering blast awoke them again ; the ruins were minutely 
searched, but there was no appeaaranoe of Erancatripa. 

"Maladetto!" said one fellow, sfam^ging his shonlders, 
" the capitano stays somewhat long mm ms dear love to- 
night !" 

'' Colonello, yon should ray, Gaetano," replied another^ 
** Does he not bear the long's commission P ay, and a sweet 
letter, they say, Carolina sent him, written with her own 
hand." 

"Yes, and we are to become soldiors, like die men of 
Marco Sciarra. Madonna bless the day ! I am tired of thi« 
life." 

** Gkietano is as bad aa his master, who seems to love a 
throw of the dice at the gaming-table better than a rifle-shot 
oniJie green monntain-side in me merry moonlight.'* 

Gaetano only answered by a si^ 

** The smiles mnst have been sweeter to-night than nsnal,*' 
growled Gaspare Troffi; "he stays so long at the villa 
D'Alfieri." 

** No good will come of his gcnng Hiere ; where a woman 
is, t&ere will always be tareach^ and mischief,*' said Gae- 
tano. '* May Onpid put it in his heart to bring his girl up 
tiie mountains!" 

^ Welcome to the ea^tanessa ! *' said another of the band, 
drinking from a leathern bottle, which he held aloft at the 
fnll stretch ci his arm, permitting the sparkling wine to 
stream down his throat — a famons feat withi the Italian 
vnlgar. 

** Ho 1 ho ! " chuckled the hunchback, " it would be beard- 
ing the grand bailiff with a vengeance, to follow Gaetano** 
aomce. jSut, Sfarmato I wind the horn again !" 

Once more its blast was poured to the hollow wind ; but 
there was no re^ly, save &om the echoing woods of Maida ; 
and the banditti, as they seated themselves on the verdant 
grass and marble blocks, cursed the delay of their leader in 
no gentle terms. 

&e villa D*AMeri! How my pulses quickened at the 
sound. Francatripa was then the lover of Annina, or some 
of the wilting women. I resolved to speak with the vis- 
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eontessa about the dangerous friends with, whom her housaii. 
hold corresponded. How little I then knew of the ambitioii 
and presumption of that accomplished robber ! 

" Here, good fellow," said I to the oi^e whom they named 
Graetano, " take the handkerchief from my breast, and give 
my moustaches a wipe. You see how freely the blood is 
flowing from my mouth." 

" Certainly, signor cavalier," said the man, good-naturedly, 
raising his hand to his hat. 

" "& ! " said I, *• you have been a soldier?" 

"Yes, signor," said he, turning pale, "I enlisted in the 
Corsican Bangers, under the British ; but I knew not their 
fashions ; I quarrelled with a Serjeant, and they flogged mtf 
like a dog ; Iran away, and so I am here." 

Before he could cfo me the simple act of kindness re- 
quested, Gaspare snatched the hanakerchief from his hand, 
and threw it away, dealing Graetano at the same time a 
sound box on the ear, and muttering a remark, whidi, 
when translated, meant that I might *' bleed to death, and 
be " 

I was extremely exasperated ; and feeling at that momeot 
the cords which bound me becoming a little sladcened, I 
snapped them asunder, and rushing upon Truffi unhorsed Imn 
like lightning ; then snatching from him his pistols and 
poniard, I t&ew them to a distance. He swore a teniUe 
oath, and grappled with me. I was amazed by the strengtii 
he displayed; although barely the height of a well-ffrown 
boy, he appeared to possess the strength of two ordinarf 
men, and his arms and hands were of great size and muscular 
power. My breast burned with shame, to And myself mere 
than matched in the grasp of a creature so despicable ; T 
would rather have died than have been defeated. ^610 
brigands, aware of their little lieutenant's great strength* 
confidently expected he would overcome me; so, witfimt 
interfering, they leant upon their rifles, and* with shouts of 
laughter, crowded round to witness a contest which Gai^ 
telermo beheld with equal indignation and astonishment ; he^ 
of course, supposed I should toss my adversary into the air 
like a cricket-balL 

At any other time, or under diflerent circumstances, I 
would have scorned to encounter in any manner such an ad« 
versary ; but, alas ! I found myself aunost mastered by tiiis 
miraculous dwarf. 

'Firm as Hercules, he stood planted on his curved leffBy- 
which appeared to possess all the unyielding principle of ue> 
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arch ; while his huge head, round and hard as a cannon-bal], 
was thrust like a battering-ram into my breast, and his ample 
hands grasped me like a vice ; he had all the aspect of some 

Sowerful gnome, or dwarf, of Grerman romance ; out dwarf or 
evil, I was determined not to yield while bone and muscle 
remained firm. 

While quartered at Truro, I had been taught a few of the 
tricks of wrestling hy a corporal of the Cornish miners, and I 
now put aU. these m practice against this crooked Italian, 
who, being quite unprepared for any display of science, was 
suddenly tlm>wn off his feet, ani hurled backwards with such 
force, that he fell on tilie sward about ten yards off, and 
nearly fractured his capacious skull, which was instantly 
buried in the deep recesses of his conical hat. 

** Ghieu ! " cried he, scrambling up. " Ho, ho ! woe betide 
you, povero voi ! " 

He was rushing forward, like a mad buU, to renew the con- 
flict, when a figure stepped firom behind a fragment of the 
ruins, and interposed between us. 

"Francatripa!" he exclaimed, recoiling with a growl of 
surprise. 

"Most excellent captain!" cried the thieyes, with one 
voice. " Viva Francatripa ! " 

^ " Silence all, comrades," said Francatripa ; '* and you, 
signor," he added, addressing himself to me, ** I thank you 
for giving my lieutenant this rough lesson to treat my 
prisoners better. But inform me, circumstantially, on 
your honour, who you are, whence you have come, where 
you are bound, and what is your biisiness among these 
mountains P" 

" I am an officer on the Sicilian staff, bearing despatches 
from the commanding officer at Crotona to General Sir John 
Stuart at Scylla. I trust my papers will be restored me, as 
they can be of no use to you, sir, and the service of King 
Ferdinand may suffer by their detention." 

** Madonna keep his most sacred majesty ! " said the robber 
chief, uncovering ; " your horse andbaggaee shall be restored 
to you, and all letters addressed to the gooa Gavaliere Stuardo, 
the Mend of Naples. Signor, we war not with the soldier, 
unless in arms against us ; like our own, his profession is a 
poor one, and shune fall on the hand that would pilfer his 
hard-earned ducats — ^the wages of sweat, toil, and blood. But 
the gentleman who acoom]>ame8 you P Bythe star of heaven ! 
a knight of Malta 1 This is sacrilege ! jPardon, signor csfs* 
hete, thif ontrage by my people; <me for whioh» beiiefe m^ 
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on mj word of bcmonr, aa a free CalabiiaiL, I am ixi no 
way to blame. Gbetano^ jesUxte to theae geiitJemen. tUr 
aworda." 

Unbinding Caatelenno himadf, lie ozdexed oar hosaeB to be 
inatantlj lea up to na. 

" Graspare !" he exclaimed, while grasping a paatol, ^Umml 
accursed deformed Judaa, thou piece of an. aaa I I would 
this instant aend a bullet throoeh your brain, had I atnothaf 
to supply your place ; for, tnuy, there ia not in all Italy 
another such smbtle aexpent and co m pound of miadhde£ te 
whom I could delegate nqr troubleabme command wlna 
absent. But keep out of my sight till morning, MeaaenBO 
Esop I Signori, he has the eves of Axgns, and ia worth hii 
hmnp in gold to me, ao that I eonld ill spare him* Mea^ 
while, to make all the ameada in my power, this ni^^ yon 
shall snp with me, and to-morrow pursue your joamey; 
Please to step this way, gentlemen^ and we ahall see what 
my cook haa m prepazatioii fixr xlbJ' 

He led us benind a lofty masa of the rains, whasfe hiairy 
gre^i laurels and dusters of iry and vine oyeriuBig the 
marble blocks and fra^ents of fluted columns, whi£' y«l 
remained in their origmal position. A whde roeboek was 
roasting and sputtering before a wood Are, uddch east ita vad 
andvaiying glare on tfe shattered temple^ the waving fe^iage^ 
the glairifsing arms, and finee, awart fiaa^ea of our captan^ 
whose well3aiown bandit costume eompleted the atcOdag 
effect of the acene. 

A beeile-farowed and bare-l^gedzogue^ dad only in ydknr 
lireeehes and a blue ahirt, the sleeves of which were roUaf 
up, superintended the cooking ; while the contenta of 41 
hamper (taken probably firom tae ctoriage we had seeai acme 
hours before) were spread upon the tor( l^t paatnea, ftni^ 
and a few flasks of oontimental wine. After posting « igw 
wdl-accontred scouta on the nei^hbouing rnuia and ead* 
nences, Erancatripa sent away hia oaad to join the maan body 
in the fbreat^ where aevocal handled wild spirita serred voder 
him. Afler seeing thna off, m a manner which waa a but* 
lesque on miHtaxy order, tfaia ionrndahie dbief-- w^o after^ 
waridi f ou^t ao many aevere battles with ^e Erendi, aad 
whom name waa soon to become Mke that of Maroo Sdom 
in Italy-Hrejoined ub. I had then an opportu nity of reeog^ 
nizine^ m him. one of the mutilatixnr of the poor tannesr teelip 
turned before), and I also remembned hda face^aa one X lid 
«ften seen in the ftahionable gaming-Jkousea of 
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He was an enunentlj haadaome man, between thirty and 
forty jears of age, and bein^ doflelT ahayed, he had ramer a 
more cirilized aspect than hxa ToaeL, whiskered and bearded 
associates. Though to us polite andoonrteons in the extreme, 
to his band he acted Idle fnzioiis and swa^eaing bandit ; stem 
firmness and sulleB ferocity akxne seemed to keep their mati« 
nous spirits in cheek, and they qnaikd beneath his sparkling 
eye wheneyer it ticrned on them. 

He was habited in one of those richly-Iaoed scarlet nni* 
forms which Queen Caroline sent firam Eafermo to Benincasa, 
the miller of Sora, and all the brigand chiefs of those pro« 
▼inees ; and on his breast shone the star and enamelled crosa 
of St. Constantino, the gift of the same politic princess, who 
endeavonred to prop 1& tottering throne of her hnsband by 
the support of the Inraye banditti of sonthem Naple^i, just aa 
the Venetians, in 1590, courted the aid of the ehiyalric Sdarm 
and his followers a^amst the gnnd dnke of Tuscany. A 
plume of white ostnch fSsadien, clasped by a golden band 
and diamond madonna, drooped from nis broad nat oyer his 
ri^ shoulder, imparting a peeuHar grace to his figure. Hia 
bdt sustained a yery handsome sword, poniard, and pistols, 
which, with a short rifle, completed the arms and accoutre- 
ments of this gallant robber ; ms air and aspect were yery 
different from mose of the desperado who, under his name, 
usually figured in the accounts published in the Neapolitan 
and Sicilian cities. 

We supped heartily. The wine was excellent ; and if Eran- 
catripa came by it h^^htl]^, he did not spare it on his guests. 
The flasks of red and wlute capri were numerous and potent 
enough; but when I remonbered the unhappy igroprietoar; 
idiom we had found weltering in bIo6d by the wayside, it was 
not witibout e<m8idemU[e compunction uiat I reealed on the 
Contents of his plundered hamper. Howeyer, the affisdr lay 
lietween P'rancatripa and his eonscienee. Casteleimoandl 
soon f(ril asleep under a dielteredpart <^ihe ruins which had 
witiiessed iiie midznght caxousaL 

When we awoke, the meming son had risen &r aboye i^ 
lolls of Maida; our horses with our arms and yalises, all in 
pMrfeet order, stood picqueted beside us, but our late host 
and his followers had departed, leoring no trace behind theo^ 
saye the well-picked yemson bcmes^ and the ashes of the fire 
winch had cooked it. My mouth was still painful, and a 
Kttle BwcXkm. hj the Uowfram the hunchback, whom I hoped 
tQ repay at a future time i but I sprang gaily up, to rub dmrm 
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around us, were broken by a most unexpected sbout of 
** Hark forward ! taUy-bo !" coming firom a distance ; and 
presently two noble English greyhounds, in full chase after a 
spotted lynx, bounded from the banks of the Amato, and , 
swept across the plain towards the hills. 

"There they go, neck and neck. Bravo, Sprinffer !" cried 
a well-known yoice, and, crashing headlong throu^ the vine- 
trellis of some poor peasant, Ouver Lasses, the general's 
extra aide, dashed up to us, breathless with a long ride. 
Oliver was the most determined sportsman in the regiment, 
and contrived to take his horses and dogs wherever he 
"Went, in spite of barrack, ordnance, and transport regu- 
lations. 

** There go the gallant dogs, and I have no horn to recall 
them," he cried. " See how the spotted devU doubles ! — ^fhe 
water now ! Ha ! the scent 's lost, and Sprineer 's at fault. 
What on earth are jou doing here, IhmdasF Moralizing, 
eh P Buon giomo, si^or Marco, happy to see you. B^ the 
lord^ had I got that lynx's brush, I would have stuck it in 
my cocked hat, and ridden with it so to old Bagnier, at 
Cassano. Ha 1 Dundas, at home you never roused such eame 
as that, by' the Muirfute hills, or in Amiston woods," and tho 
lighfk-hearted Englishman, laughing at his own conceit^ 
haUrooed on his dogs till the blue weUdn rang. 

He congratulated me on my promotion to a company in the 
regiment de Bolle, from whicn I was re-gazettea to my old 
corps, a double favour, which I had no dom)t was to be attri* 
buted to the general's favourable mention of me in his des- 
patches, and my good fortune in capturing the eagle. This 
trophy, by the bye, may now be seen in me hall of Chelsea 
Sospital, in company with thirteen others. 

Poor Oliver ! he foxmd his grave beneath the towers of the 

Castello d'Ischia, where the waves roll over the bones of 

xnany a bold Calabrian and Boss-shire Highlander. He was 

barely twenty when he was shot at the head of his stormers. 

After a hurried ride over the well-known positions of tho 

3rd of July, we separated, Castelermo and 1 to pursue our 

journey to St. Eufemio, and Lascelles to continue his to 

Oeneral Begnier's camp ; he was the bearer of a copy of Sir 

^Tohn Stuart's tiiird proclamation, dated 18th July, and issued 

in consequence of tne barbarous cruelties exercised by the 

2p*rench troops on those Italian royalists who unhappily fell 

xtxto their hands. Li that official document, after a lon^ 

statement of appalling facts. Sir John reminded the French 

genenl, that three thousand of their soldiers were prisoners 

VOL. I. o 
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to the British arms, together with many of Buonapaite's weSl» 
Imowii partisans. " If, therefore/' concluded the manifesto, 
" such violence is not pat an end to, for the fntore, I shall not 
only deem myself justified, but compelled by my dutr, to 
have recourse to the severe but inmspensable law of be- 
FBifiALS !*' This determined threat had some effect on the 
iron-hearted Eegnier, and for a time we heard less dT 
slaughtered peasantry and priests shot before their altars ; of 
nans and poor country girls, torn firom their homes and 
hiding-places, to become worse than slaves in the camps azid 
bivoaacs of the French, who were yet intrenched at Cassano, 
fiwaitin^ the advance of Massena's division. 

Not dioosing to be seen so far out of our proper road by 
any of our troops cantoned in St. Eufemio, or encamped 
around it, we took a solitary path across the plain toward 
Ihe villa, and, as there was no ford, we had to swim oar 
hcnrses across the Amato, in a part where the stream was both 
deep and rapid. We then sought the shelter of an orange* 
grove, where, having poured the water out of our boots, w© 
passed the noon-time, until the intense heat passed away. JM 
was a still and solitary place, where the silence was broken 
bv no ruder sounds than the hum of the bee, the flap of the 
plover's wing, the murmur of the Amato, the notes <^ » 
shepherd's zampogna, and the faint tinkhng bells of hkr 
fiocK afar off on the green and verdant mountains. We 
remained nearly two hours in that delightful grove, throng 
the thick foliage of which the hot rays of the sun never pene* 
trated; the shining river swept slowly past us to the tea, 
with its smooth surface glittering in the sunlight, and Um 
whole air was fragrant wim the perfume of the wild flowerv 
blooming among its sedges, and the orange-trees whkli 
shaded its rocky banks. The ruddy fruit hung in rich ffolden 
clusters above us ; and though, from the appearance or some 
of ihe trees, the winds of a hundred years had swept thm 
branches, they were yet, in a " green old age," bending 
beneath their load of produce. The Galabrian knows wefl 
that the oldest trees bear the sweetest oranges, — those that are 
soft and juicy, with thin skins ; the thickly-rinded are always 
the fruit of yoimg saplings, and are seldom cared for by ttie 
orange-gatherer. 

Cavauere Marco— who had not such reasons as I for visiting 
the villa, and whose knowledge of the world led him to sap- 
pose that his presence could, perhaps, be dispensed with— 
suddenly recollected that he had a gambling affair with 8er 
Yillani, the lawyer (there was only one in the province), and 
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rode on to St. Enfemio, proznising to rejoin me in a few hours. 
Meanwhile, I pursued my way to the villa alone, and, passing 
through its luxuriant orchards, reached the terraces, unper- 
ceiyed by any of the inhabitants. 

Leaving my horse under the portico, I passed through a 
white marble corridor into the lofty and superb saloon, where, 
through a cupola of stained glass, covered with heraldic 
blazonry, the sun poured down a flood of variegated light 
upon tmree rows oi gilded galleries and a bromse Suntain ;— 
the Neapolitan emblem, a winged horse, vomited forth a jet 
of sparkling water. Save the ceaseless plash of the fountam, 
the place was silent, — no sounds of life were heard. 

After a time, however, the laugh of the giddy Aunina rang 
merrily in one of the vast corridors, where she was flirting 
with tne old Greek chasseur Andronicus, but only to drive 
away ennui in the absence of her cavalier, Giacomo, whom, 
with his party, the visconte had sent back to Crotona. 

" There can be nothing amiss, when Annina laughs so 
joyously," thought I ; " and yet this great Italian vnla, so 
gloomy and so silent, looks like a vast catacomb by the 
evening light. Ola! Annina!" 

** Ecco, signor," cried the damsel, as she danced into the 
saloon; she evidently expected a stranger, and could not 
conceal her astonishment on beholding me ; but, assuming a 
prim air, she placed a little flnger on ner ripe pouting lips, 
and, with a glance fall of archness and mystery, imposed 
silence. 

" My pretty Annina, I am not inclined to flirt just now," 
said I, kissing her cheek, with jocose gallantry, in proof of 
my assertion ; though, indeed, the ^1 of Capri was attractive 
enough to tempt one to be gallant m good earnest. *' Where 
is your lady P" 

** My laay, the viscontessa, has gone to confession at Ihe 
Sylvestrian monastery; old Era Adriano surfeited himself 
with choke-priest, ana was unable to officiate this evening." 

" Tush ; ' said I, drawing her into a deep alcove, " I mean, 
la S^ora Bianca." 

" She is in the garden with the coloneL" 

" What colonel P Is Luigi here P" 

" Signor Claude, you are so impatient ! " she replied, 
slowly, while her black eyes twinlded provoldngly, and, 
raising their arched brows with affected surprise, she added, 
" Have you never heard of the colonel P" 

" Colonel, again ! no, no ! Who the devil is he P" I mut- 
tered impatiently, jerking up my sword-belt, while I ran oyer 

o2 
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in my memorjr all those I knew who were likeljr to rival mesr 
** Wno the mischief P — ^it cannot be De Watteville, he is too 
old ; Oswald, he is at Scylla ; or !Kempt, — ^Annina, tell me, 
and you shall giye me a kiss in exchange for as many ducats 
as will buy a magnificent embroidered panno, to set off these 
jetty locks of yours." 

" A girl of Capri would rather give the kiss without the 
ducats, it would look so like selling the secrets of the sig- 
norina, otherwise ;" and, while a blush suffused her face, she 
began to sing, with a coquettish air, "O sweet isle of 
Capri," &c. 

" You shall have both — the kiss now, and the ducats here- 
after," said I, salutinff the Madonna-like cheek of the pretty 
Italian, and then it blushed red as the ruby wine of her own 
rocky isle, while her eyes sparkled like tne waves that roll 
around it in the sunshine. 

" Signer," she whispered, " truly I wish you well, but be- 
ware of the Colonel Ahnario, who is daily at the viUa, and is 
even now with my young lady in the garden — ^in the walk; 
you know it, shaded by tne great laburnums." 

" Almario ! I never heard such a name before — sounds weD 
enough, though ; but how the deuce came he here P" 

" On horseback, signer : he rides a beautiful black Barbaiy 
horse, which S^ora JBianca seems to admire more than your 
dashing grey. 

" The mischief she does ! Who introduced this colonel to 
the famUy P" 

'' He is a great friend of Father Petronio, the bishop of 
Cosenza ; and all the world allows that heiBR, saint." 

"Your world, Annina, is this little comer of Italy. Well, 
and the viscontessa met him at a conversazione at lucastro P"* 

" Exactly so, and won from him a hundred nieces of gold r 
he lost them with so good a. grace, that my lady was quite 
enchanted with him,— rior the more the colonel lost, the more 
meny he became. San Geniiaro ! I think he is a sorcereTy 
who OMi coin ducats from vine-leaves. He scatters a handfbl 
of gold among the servants every time he comes here, so yon 
may easily imagine how much they are devoted to him.- He 
is either Satan or a rich man, and has a way with him that 
makes all the men his slaves, and the girls his worshippers,— 
that is, all save myself, signor. And men, such pretfy thin^ 
he says to the signorina, when they play together on their 
e;uitars 1 You would imagine he sat with the Lady Yenus 
herself; but he says the very same thinjgs to' the ola viscon- 
tessa, when at cards af)«r supper. O, that Giacomo was re- 
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turned ! I am sure he would not value his ducats or dread 
his dagger (I know he wears one) a rush. No, he would trim 
him weU with a stout pole, for presuming to make so &ee at 
the villa." 

" I comprehend the hint. But one word more," said I, in 
a husky voice, while my heart palpitated with anxiety at this 
relation. " Have you neard aught of the visconte P" 

" Only what you must surely know, that he has fled to the 
inountaiiis,---to Francatripa, they say, for abducting a nun. 
Madonna mia ! what can tempt naadaome youn^ men to run 
off with these pale and melancholy frights, when so many 
plump and pretty women, with good flesh on their bones, are 
dying for husbands, both in town and country P" 

" Annina, your tongue is again at full gallop. The visconte, 
then, is not here P" 

'' No ; and yet I could have sworn that I heard him sinking 
a, barcarole in the wolTs chamber. Grod's grace ! 'tis a place 
of gloom and mystery. Poor dear young man ! I hope he 
may come to no harm in these perilous times, when the hills 
ana woods are swaiming with Frenchmen and wolves, idle 
sbirri, starving peasantry, and deemierate robbers." 

Stepping hastily and cautiousm I passed through the 
beautiM garden, which extendedf from the terraces to the 
southward. 

There was now a rival in the way, whose superior military 
rank and apparent wealth, besides his being Bianca's country- 
man, made him sufficiently formidable to me : but as I re- 
membered her artlessness, iier trembling confusion when we 
exchanged our rings, and her burst of tenderness when we 

earted, and how she buried her face in the bosom of Luisa 
rismondo, could I believe that she would so very soon prove 
false P Yet I had heard so much of the volatili^ of Italian 
girls, their faithlessness and coquetry, that the words of the 
waiting-woman fell like molten lead upon xny heart. 

Before advancnng, ^e a prudent general, I n^e a complete 
reconnoissance, and discovered Bianca walking with this re- 
doubtable colonel, conversing and flirting through the folds 
of her black lace veil. She opened it omy at times, when I 
obtained a glimpse of her pure and happy face, — ^her bright 
eyes sparkSng, her cheek glowing, and her pretty teeth 
shining like pearls in ike can* as its rays flashed oetween the 
waving branches and pendent golden nowein of the old labur- 
nums. The lon^, sha^ walk echoed with their voices, though 
they conversed m a low tone ; and at that moment the 8haq>- 
ening of a handsaw wodid not have g[rited oil my ears so 
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painftilly as did Bianca's merry laughter at the ests of this 
confounded colonel. 

He was a tall and handsome man, apparently m the prune 
of life : I had a dim recollection of having seen him before, 
but when or where I endeavoured in vain to remember. He 
was dark-complexioned, and so much sunburnt, that I 
thought he must have seen considerable service. From be- 
neath a scarlet velvet foraging-cap, his dark hair descend^ 
in curling ringlets; his nose was aqoiline, and a pair of 
appalling moustadies, black, bushy, and fierce, curled under 
it. He wore a sky-blue military undress frock, laced wilh 
silver, and open at the neck, snowing a scarlet waistooat, 
which was also richly laced ; on his breast glittered a medal 
and the star of St. Constantine; militaTYl)Oots, wiih gilt 
spurs, completed his costume. A gold belt encircled liis 
waist, and sustained a small poniard of exquisite workman- 
ship ; his sabre rested on his left arm, and on his right the 
jewelled hand of Bianca. 

Notwithstanding the noble contour of this coloneFs features, 
and a certain loftr^ di^t^r in his carriage, there was smne- 
thin^ so peculiar m his uniform (which I failed to reoognize), 
and m the expression of his eye (which I did not like), that, 
altdgel^er, I did not consider hnn a very dangerous rival, 
though he whispered to Bianca in a way that was anytbing 
but agreeable to me, and she maintained the conversation 
with true Italian vivacity and spirit of raillery. I was not 
under the unpleasant necessity of acting eavesdropper long, 
for, piqued at something he had said, Bianca suddemy quittM 
his arm, and withdrew a few paces ; her eyes sparldea with 
unusual brilliancy, and her brow, wont to be so pale, now 
flushed with indignation. The Colonel Almario sank upon his 
knee, and held in his her right hand, which tightly grasped a 
rose she had plucked but a moment before. 

" BeautifuTBianca !" I heard him exclaim, while his voice 
rose and fell with true theatrical cadence, '* be not offended if 
my treacherous tongue has too suddenly revealed the long- 
cherished sentiment of my heart. O, most gentle signora ! 
how faintly can I express the dee^ love, the sincere admiratian» 
which at this moment glow withm me !" 

"I would give ten guineas to have a good long-shanked 
hunting-whip nere just now," I muttered, exasperated by this 
sudden declaration of passion, at which the poor girl seemed 
the image of confusion, though its pomposity evidently excited 
more amusement than pleasure. 

" Signer Oolondlo, unhand me, if you please. I caimo^-^ 
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I foill not be spoken to thus. " 0]k ! Zacheo ! Annina ! — 
here ! You have all been bribed ! Oh ! the treacherous " 

" For the love of all that is gracious ! summon no one." (I 
really think the fellow loved her, so touching was his tone, so 
earnest his manner.) " Hear me, lady ! I am an unfortunate 
and most unhappy man. Hove you passionately " 

" And noisily " 

" Cruel ! No man can love a woman more. Will you not 
vouchsafe me an answer P Sell' idolo I you will not even 
hear me P" 

" No ; I will hear nothing while you continue to grasp me 
thus. Annina ! Am I a prisoner in my own house P * 

*' Give me but this rose ; it is a small favour, Signora 
d'AMeri ; but you have placed it once to your beautiful lips, 
and their toucn has enhanced its value. Bestow it on me, 
Bianca, as a token that I may yet hope — ^that, even though 
withered, I may look upon it and say " 

*' Fico ! hope you never shall 1" exclaimed the spirited girl, 
as she pulled the rose to pieces, and scattered the leaves upon 
the upturned face of her admirer, firom whom she broke away, 
and moved toward the villa with all ike sweeping hauteur of 
an offended Juno. 

Almaiio uttered a very audible oath, and sprang forward 
rudely to seize her ; when, stepping from out the dmibbery, 
I suddenly interposed between them. 

" Dearest Claude 1" exclaimed Bianca, in a tone of joy, as 
she passed her arm through mine, while he of the slcf -blue 
frock and star grew pale with anger ; he laid his hand on the 
hilt of his sabre, ana, retiring b^k a few paces, we surveyed 
each other from top to toe, with all the stem composure of 
two melodramatic heroes. 

** How now, sir P" I exclaimed. " Would you dare to fol- 
low the young lady, and continue this ridiculous scene P" 

*' I am noble — an Italian gentleman, and my purposes are 
not to be questioned by any foreigner, especially one of subal- 
tern rank," he replied through his clenched teeth. " Signer, 
leam that I am a colonel of cavalry in the Neapolitan service, 
and shall not permit this insolent interference to pass un- 
punished." 

" It may be so ; but I do not recognize your uniform.*' His 
£ace grew scarlet, and his eyes spangled with rage at my in- 
sinuation. " You must be aware, I continued, " that I nave 
merely done my duty as a gentleman and soldier in rescuing 
the signora from your impertinent importunity ; and it is 
well for you," I added, considerably ruffle<L " that I have 
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neitlier a irhip nor cane wherewith to chastise jou as yoa 
deserve." 

"And well it is for you likewise, signor. By Heavens! 
were such an indignity as a blow put upon me, I would destror 
you on the spot ; and if you escaped that vengeance which 
my hand must shortly take for this insulting threat, a thou- 
sand stilettoes would be on your track ! Not in the caverns 
of Scylla, or the wilds of La Syla— not amid all the guards 
and gates of Malta and MeMina, would you be safe from my 
jevenge. 
^ *'0 signori 1" implored the trembling Bianca. 

" Sir, 1 have very great doubts that you are an officer, but 
none that you are both a knave and fool, to rant in this manner," 
I replied with provoking coolness, while pressing the arm of 
the agitated girl to my side. *^ I comprehend nothing about 
those thousand knives of which you speak so pompouiuy, but 
here is my card, Signor Golohello : I will be at the villa until 
near noon to-morrow, and any communication with which you 
honour me will reach me there. I am not to be terri- 
fied by the blustering of any man ; therefore, sir, it is quite 
unnecessarv ' to get up in ^our stirrups' when addressing me." 

" Good 1 said he haughtily ; " I have not my card-case witii 
me, but I can imderstand this, signor. By noon to-morrow, 
I must be on the march to join the chiefs of the Masse, in the 
Upper Province." 

** Your re^;ixnent is, then, in the neighbourhood?" 

" My regiment 1" he stammered, while again the flush 
•crossea his olive cheek and haughty brow. " x es, yes — ^un- 
doubtedly ; and one it is that wiobe neard of ere long. Signor, 
you have Ireated me somewhat cavalierly, which, considering 
the difference of our rank and years, I deem considerable pre- 
sumption on your part ; but you British bdiave so to all 
foreigners. Ha ! that I should colour at the taunts of a mere 
"boy — I, who have heard more bullets whistie in a week than 
' lie has done since he first girt on a swoid ! Behold this medal ! 
' on the ramparts of Andria I tore it from the breast of the 
traitorous count of Euvo, whose savage followers, giving all 
to fire and sword, made an earthly hSil of beautifin Apulia. 
Ha 1 boy, you never witnessed such a leaguer as that." 

~He jerked his sabre under his arm, bowed profoundly to 
Bianca, and was swaggering haughtily away, when I followed 
him. 

" Sir, then you will not grant me a meeting P" He wheeled 
sharply round, and muttered, in a fierce and rapid whisper, 
" When a horn sounds over the lawn this evening, I wiU be 
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awaiting you on the road which leads to the mined hospital 
of the Maltese knights. Fail not to come, as a recourse to 
arms can alone decide now, whether you or I shall possess 
this^irl and her ducats/' 
''Enough !" said I, scornfully, and we separated. 



CHAPTEE XXV. 

THE HOBK SOVVDB. 

I LSD Bianca into the villa, where she flung herself upon a 
sofa, and, overcome with excitement, jp;ave way to a passion of 
tears. I very naturally Beate4 myself dose by, to console and 
pacify her. 

** Dear Bianca, this is quite foolish, now !" said I, putting 
an arm gently round her ; ** why ace you weeping P" 

" This colonel — this Almario— " 

'* Upon my honour ! Bianca, I shall send expressly to the 
camp for Bob Brown, my groom» to horsewhip him, for making 
you weep thus. He is unwortliy my own " 

** O no, no I" she exclaimed, weepmg very bitterly ; " I do 
not wish Signor Bob Brown to be kill^ on my account. But 
promise me, dear Claude, that you will never seek or meet 
nim m a hostile manner," she added, looking up, and smilmg 
80 imploringly, that I quite forgot what I meant to say, and 
80 kissed her, in my confusion. 

" Claude," she continued, taking both my hands in hers, 
and looking me fvJl in the &ce with her clear and brilliant 
eyes,—" CLsiude, promise me that you never will. Ah ! my 
heart would break — ^it would — ^it would, indeed, if blood were 
shed on my account." 

" Well, then, dear one ! I will never seek the presence of 
the coloneL But the service, you must be aware — ^my charac- 
ter — O, the devil ! — ^let him beware how he summons me !" 

** Swear it on this Agnus-dei !" said she, taking a little bag 
of perfumed satin from her bosom. To please ner, Ikissea 
the amulet which reposed in so adorable a place, and the inno- 
cent girl was satisfied. 

" When we are married, I will ctire her of all this non- 
sense," I thought, and ratified the treaty of peace on her 
flushed and dimpled cheek. 

** And now, caro," said she in a soft, low voice, ^ I have a 
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great secret to intrust you with. Of course you know all about 
poor Luigi's wild adventure P" 

** My bones ache at the recollection thereof; I narrowly 
escaped hanging, shooting, and drowning, all of which weifi 
proposed in turns by a litue honchbackea fellow, a follower of 
Francatripa, who cnose to make himself very active on the 
occasion. And do you know, Bianca, that I was immured in 
the thieves' cage, at the end of the town prison ; a good joke, 
is it not P" 

" I heard it all from Annina, whose last love-letter from 
Griacomo (written, of course, by an itinerant scrivano) was 
filled with a history of the affair. O, the madness of my dear 
and foolish sister. How bitterly I wept for and deplored it ! 
Believe me, Claude, had an Itauan cavalier been put into that 
horrid cage, his soldiers would have set the town on fire ; but 
you British ! oh, you take some thines very quietly. Yester- 
aaj, a mounted sSirro brought me a fetter from m/sweet little 
firiend Luisa Gismondo, who is with her £Either m the camp 
atCassano. O, what dreadful things she tells me of ! Ati^ 
Massena, that very bad Italian, he is gathering together 
an army, who boast that they will soon dear Calabria of the 
British." 

" But where is Luigi nowP" 

*' Just behind you, signor, and most happy to congratulate 
you on your promotion. I saw it in the Messina Gazette^** 
said the visconte, coming from the recess of a window, where, 
unseen, he had been a smiling spectator. Grasping my hiuid, 
he continued, " How I rejoice that you escaped from the vil- 
lanous Crotonians. On my honour! Dundas, nothing' but 
fear for my poor Francesca restrained me from putting Tback 
to save or avenge you ; and we all imagined those base paesani 
would have respected your uniform and character " 

'' No more apologies ; but say, how does the Signora 
Francesca P" 

** Indifferently, indeed. She bemoans her degraded situa- 
tion incessantly (here Bianca reclined her head on my 
epaulette, and sobbed audibly). Tom from her convent, to 
which she dare return no more, she is still a nun ; and, until 
her vows are dispensed with at Home, I cannot make h^r my 
wife. I now see that her position is deplorable, and hourfy 
wish that I had been less rash : but what will not a wild 
spirit dare, when love leads, and the fiend prompts P I have, 
perhaps, blighted her prospects for ever, and placed myself 
m most deadly jeopardy ; every hour increases our peril ! 
The bishop of Cosenza (so £unous for his pretended piety) 
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has taken up the matter hotly, and placed ns under the ban 
of the church; while, armed with warrants, procured frcon 
the Grand Criminal Court at Palamo, his sbirri, aided by 
those of that old blockhead the barone di Bivona (who owes 
me a thousand sequins, lost at faro), are searching all Lower 
Calabna for us ; 1 eiq>ect them fcere every hour. King 
Ferdinand, anxious to flatter our priesthood and please his 
bigoted subjects, has declared himself my enemy, and we 
dare not venture to Sicily, even could we reach its shores ; 
the commissaries of the townships are everywhere on the 
alert, and we could never, unless escorted by some armed 
£[^owers, embark on the Calabrian seas. 

" To pass into the Upper Province would only redouble the 
danger ; Erancesca womd become the wey of the bishop, or the 
bru^ Massena, who would, undoubtedly, order me to be shot. 
Ha ! the Frendi have not forgotten certain exploits of mine, 
when I first unsheathed my sword beneath the walls of 
Altamurra, on that great day, when, on the eve of battle, 
Buflb perf(»ined high mass before the whole Calabrian line. 

" I never dreamt that the toils of my adversaries would 
dose so tightly round me ! But the villa is well provided 
with lurking-hcdes, and I have little doubt of being able to 
baffle compktely any band that may come in pursuit of us 
here. Were my old sbirri under its roof-tree — ^were Bene- 
detto del Castagno, Marco of Castelermo, and my trusty 
Giacomo by my side, I would yet show them that the visconte 
of Santugo was not to be hunted like a wild boar. No, by 
the gods ! I would make good the house aeainst the bishop's 
rascals, though backed by the papal guard. San G^nnaro ! 
rather than surrender, I would blow it into the air, and flying 
to the Grecian isles, there hoist the red banner of piracy, as 
many a reckless Italian noble has done before." His eyes 
glared, as black eyes only do ; he laughed bitterly, showmg 
his white teeth beneath tne sable moustache, and he panted, 
rather than breathed, as he contmued, "Our king, Mon- 
signore Macheroni, should remember the feeble tenure on 
which he holds his tottering throne, and be wary of raising 
enemies in tibis last stronghold of Italian inaependence. 
Palermo will not always havo a Brilish fleet to protect its 
walls &om the cannon of France ; withdraw your frigates 
from Ihe straits of the Faro, your red ooats from the ramparts 
of Messina, Milazzo, and Syracuse, and the power and 
throne of the lazzaroni king will fall prone to the earth, like 
a house of cards!" 

** Hush ! dearest Luigi," exclaimed his timid and terrified 
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cousin, when a pause in this long tirade permitted her to 
jBpeak. " This is all treason, every word ; and you know not 
who may be within hearing." 

" If there are any within hearing who would prove false 
to the race of Santuso, I would crop their ears, like base 
Jacobins, and Ihen bore their tongues with a hot bodkin, 
that ihej may the more glibly tell their story at Palermo. 
Oorpo <u Baccho! I &fy and scorn them all!" and 
snatching a large cup of wine from a marble cooler, he 
drained it to the bottom ; then casting himself upon an 
ottoman, he tossed the cup to the other end of the apart- 
ment with such force, that it dashed to pieces a rich Etruscan 
vase. 

" Dundas, my good friend," he continued, "hot and high 
words are but a poor welcome to you, after coming so far out 
of your way to visit us ; yet I am so exasperated about this 
matter — ^this elopement with my cousin ! Queen Caroline, 
she, too, has become an enemy. I had the ill fortune to please 
her eye once, and she coula forgive me for any scrape in 
which a woman is not concerned; you comprehend? In 
fact, I was quite a rival to Master Acton — ^your half-country- 
man — ^the ci-devant apothecaiy, whom all the world knows 
About." 

*' O Luigi, Luigi !" exclaimed Bianca. 

" Tush ! I tell you, Bianca, that once, when I was waiting 
on the king — ^per Baccho! what am I going to sayP" — hS 
paused and coloured. At that momient me blast of a horn 
■came, in varying cadence, on the evening breeze ; I started at 
the expected si^ial. 

*' Ola! what ma^rthat portend P'* said the visconte, whom 
it relieved from his embarrassment. " I shall be glad to 
learn who dares to sound a horn within the bounds of my 
jurisdiction P" he added, taking up his sword. 

" I will accompany you." 

" Good ; then let us go !" 

Glad to have a decent pretext for quitting her presence, I 
pressed Bianca*s hand to my lips with trembling anxiety, 
while there stole over me a dismal foreboding that we mi&^nt 
meet no more. My promise to her was forgotten ; could I 
keep it P Impossible I 

*' Luigi, beware of a quarrel ; and, dear Claude, for the 
love of Heaven ! curb his rashness. I can depend on sfou," 
said she, as we hurried down the staircase; and her words 
sank deeply into my heart. Too well I knew the deadly 
mission on which we were bound ; and the shrill mountain- 
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horn poured anotlier warning blast, wHcli, as it seemed 
more taint and distant, made ns quicken our steps. The vis* 
conte's horses stood in their stalls, saddled and bridled ready 
for any emergency ; and, snmmoning Zacheo Andronicus to 
brin^ forth a couple of nags, we mounted, and, accompanied 
by hun, galloped in the direction of the signal, with the pur- 
port of which I acquainted my friend, as we rode on. 

" Cospetto!" he exclaimed; "then this quarrel is mine. 
I cannot permit you to jeopard life or limb for any member 
of my family, of whose nonour, I, as chief and head, am the 
defender and guardian. I will in pterson meet this colonel,, 
of whom more has been said at the villa than I cared to listen 
to. He is one of my mother's gamblinfi; friends, picked up at 
that select resort, Father Petronio's paJaoe ; and is, perhaps, 
some barefaced charlatan, who assumes i}^9 name of Almario 
and the rank of colonel." 

'* But there are nmny officers of the ll^aBse and other irre- 
gular corps, whose imi&rms are so motley and fanciful, and 
whose names are not borne on any autho||ved list, that it ia 
impossible to sa;^ what he is." 

" True ; but time shall prove all ; and Jii»— -" 

" Santugo ! it was to me, and wi^ me ajone, that defiances 
were exchanged; I cannot permit anothfo; to fight in my 
quarrel." 

'* But the quarrel is my pretty Bianca's, and I am her only 
kinsman." 

" And I her betrothed husband : behold this ring ! " 

" Buono ! but I am an unfortunate dog, who would more 
willingly be shot to-night than live longer." 

" JSolcL leave Franoesca alone — alone in her misery and 
helplessness?" 

" O Madonna ! — Yet I will meet the colonel." 

" On my honour you shall not," I continued, with equal 
pertinacity. " I miist .fight or horsewhip him. But if I am 
winged, or knocked on the head, you can take up my ground,, 
and parade him in turn.— By tne bye, have you not been 
somewhat rash in venturing forth with me this evening before 
dusk, when so many enemies are hovering round and ready 
to pounce on youP" 

" I am aware of it ; but you have need of a friend ; and 
when I heard this horn blown within the boundaries of my 
esttSte, the thought that the base banditti, the ungrateful 
shepB^ds, or the carbonari, presuming on my outlawry, 
were ^aching or plundering imder the very eaves of the 
villa, Roused my angei 
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" Excellenza," laid Zacheo, the cluusseur, riding up witik 
alarm in his countenance, " a parly of horsemen are now 
entering the VaHey of Amato." 

"Armed, too/' I added, as, following the eye of the 
Tenerable retainer, I saw about thirty mounted men ridings 
three deep, at an easy pace across the broad and leyel TaUej, 
through which the nyer wound like a ^ded snake; ''well 
horsed and armed. Bee how their appomtments flash in the 
sun!" 

** They are about a cannon-shot distant," replied the Tis- 
conte; ''and i^ould they prore to be authorities from 
Cosenza, we can still baffle them, even if they oome up 
with us." 

*' Three to thirty P" said I, inquiringly. 

" And what of that P We have good Calabrian cattle 
under us ; l^e free mountains, the ckep rivers, the dense 
forests, and a bright moonlight night before us,— aU glorious 
for a flying skirmish ; and we may empty a dozen of their 
saddles yet before the stars go down." 

" Ana what if they search the viUa P" 

" I trust to Madonna that the same secret place in the 
round tower which saved my ancestor from the followers of 
Carlo of Anjou, will avail my Francesca now, — save by terror 
or treachery, it cannot oe discovered. I hope, Master 
Zacheo, that the contents of the holsters are in service 
order P" 

" Most carefdUy flinted and loaded, excellency," repHed 
the Greek from the rear. 

" But these may be neither the sbirri of the bishop ner taa 
meddline friend the barone ; and, as they do not pursue a 
way leamng either to the villa or to us, let us avoid them, in 
God's name ! We have business enough of our own to settle 
before the night closes." 

At a hand-gallop we passed the redoubts, garrisoned by 
part of the regiment De WatteviUe, and which they had 
erected on the day of our disembarkation. On the turf 
bastions the sentries were pacing briskly to and fro ; and as 
we left the fort behind, the evemng gun was fired, ils echoes 
rolling • along the hills with a thousand reverberations, and 
dying away in the distance. The gaudy union descended 
sfow^ from the flag-staff; while the fifes playing, and the 
drums beating, in that peculiar time whicn is (^ed "the 
sunset, or evening retreat," awoke the gentler responses of 
the woods and winding shore, when the hollow bocon of the 
cannon had pealed away on the passing wind; it was 
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*' Lochabar no more," a plamtive nortkem air, often played 
by our bands when the sun is setting, announcing that another 
day has rolled into eternity. 

Its slow-measnred beat, and melancholy notes, are among 
the domestic, or home-soimds, of the bairack-square ; then the 
captain of the day, sulky at being obliged to leave his wine, 
lounges forth with a cigar in his mouth, and leaves the mess- 
room, to parade the inlying piquet, who are mustered in their 
dark great-coats by the indefatigable serjeant-major ; the 
gates are shut, the drawbridges lowered, and the canteen 
cleared of its noisiest revellers ; the last flush of the sun has 
died away over the distant hiU, and a stillness settles over 
the whole community, only broken by a laugh now and then 
from the mess, or by the tread of feet and dash of arms, as 
the sentinels are reueved at their posts. 

I listened sadly as the music faded away in the distance ; 
and, truly, my deadly mission began to press more heavily 
upon me than before. Never again might I hear those well- 
known sounds, and when the same drums were beating the 
merry rSveil and the lark was soaring aloft to greet the 
rising sun, where might I be P I strove to divert the current 
of my thoughts, and not to think of it ; but the same obstinate 
and gloomy idea ever thrust itself before me. The affection 
of Bianca aAlfieri, my recent promotion, and the chances of 
still farther advancement, now made life seem of some value. 
I never experienced these depressing thoughts on the eve of 
a battle, or assault ; but the cold-blooded and dehberate pre- 
parations for a duel give one time to reflect, and reflection 
may dam|> the courage of a man who otherwise would hear, 
witnout wincing, a salvo of cannon-balls whistling about his 
ears. 

I thought of my old familiar Mends at the regiment, who 
were, doubtless, at that moment, enjoying their iced Sicilian 
wines, with the mess-room windows open, while our matchless 
band played to the ladies and cavaliers promenading on the 
Marina; and I wished myself amongst them. I thought of my 
home — ^my happy boyhood's home — where the Es£ flowing 
down from the neath-dad hills, sweeps onward to the ocean, 
and I wished the colonel where Empedodes went. But 
enough of this, or the reader will be supposing I felt inclined 
to " show the white feather." 
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CHAPTEE XXVI. 



▲ DUEL AND A DI8C0TSBY. 



All those depressing thouglits evaporated the moment I 
obtained a glimpse of my adversiuy ; he was leaning against 
a tree, smoking a ci£;ar, and stroking the nose of his boasted 
black horse, wnose bridle reins were thrown negligently over 
his arm. Eemembering only his taunts and defiance, his 
presumption and rivalry, I was ready to rush into hostilities 
with him, and wage life against life. 

He awaited us near the ruinous precq^rr house of the 
Maltese knights, through whose ivy-dad arches, rent walls^ 
and windows choked up with grass, the last flush of sunset 
was poured in strong columns of light ; around us flourished 
gigantic green laurels, and many a glittering ilex, whicb com- 
pletely screened us from the eyes of any stray passenger, 
and from the sentinels on Sir Xouis de Watteville's field- 
work. 

" I trust, sir," said I, saluting him, *' that we have not 
detained you long P" 

" Not very," was the cold reply ; "but we must be quick, 
or tins affair wiU scarcely be settled before dusk." 

" You have no friend with you P" 

** None, save my usual weapons ; but youhave come pretty 
well attended. Two gentlemen well horsed and aimed to^e 
teeth 1" 

" His excellency the grand bailiff, and one of his servants,'* 
said I. 

*' My lord the visconte rarely rides abroad at present, and 
I think his presence here is somewhat unwise," saidAlmario, 
bowing to oa^tugo, who was piqued at the observation, and, 
nodding coldl^v replied, — 

** I cannot permit your coming to blows with this officer, 
in the quarrel of my cousin. By the bye, to what branch of 
the service do you belong P — ^the cavalry P" 

" The irregular troops of the Masse," replied he, with a 
dark frown. 

Luigi bowed and said, " I am the guardian, the only pro- 
tector and defender of Bianca d'Alneri ; and I claim this 
quarrel as mine." 

" I never meant to insult the Sisnora Bianca, or quarrel 
with her £uuily—- nothing would be mrther from my thoughts; 
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but if my respectful declaration of a sincere passion offended, 
I am most heartily sorry, and will make any amends to which 
an Italian gentleman may stoop without dishonour.'* 

Luigi bowed again, in reply to this apology, and reined his 
horse back a few paces. 

" But with youj Signor Capitano," continued the colonel, 
addressing me, " the quarrel is too serious to be satisfied so 
easily. We have mutually defied each other, and my honour 
demands redress. Am I to imderstand that you are the 
challenger, and that, by receiving your card, it is at your 
request I am here P" 

"Assuredly, sir!" I answered haughtily. 

" Good I " said he, throwing his snaifie-rein over the branch 
of a tree ; " then with me lies the choice of weapons. Is it 
not so, visconte P" 

Santugo merely bowed again, but with evident hesitation ; 
and, dismoimting, we gave our horses to Andronicus, who 
immediately drew off a little way. 

By so frankly avowing myself challenger, I had fallen into 
a regular scrape ; an Italian would, perhaps, have prevari- 
cated ; yet I could hardly believe that the colonel would 
make so cowardly a choice as to select the national weapon — 
"the poniard. But it was so ; after rolling his cloak round the 
left arm, with the utmost care and deliberation, he drew off 
his gloves, turned up his right sleeve, to leave the hand and 
wrist perfectly free ; buttoned his light blue military frock 
up to the throat, threw aside his sabre, and offered me a pair 
CI poniards, saying, briefly, " Choose." 

They were claggers of Campo-forte, with elaborately-carved 
ivory hilts, and blades about nine inches long, triangular, and 
fluted on two sides, like bayonets. 

"Colonel," said 1, "although in acknowledffing myself 
challenger, I may have placed at your disposal me choice of 
weapons, if you suppose that a British officer will condescend 
to fi^ht with knives or poniards like a drunken lazzaronc, a 
hired bravo, or any brawling coward of Naples, you labour 
under an unhappy mistake. I have pistols in my holsters, 
and with these wiU meet you on equal terms." 

" By heaven ! you greatly over-rate my good nature, if you 
imagine I will engage you with any weapons save those of 
my own choosing. Any other Neapolitan would have des. 
patehed this business, by bestowin? three carlini on some 
t>old lad of the knife to tickle your nbs in the dark." 

" Your language is not that of an officer." 
• " We fight wim poniards, or not at all ! " 

TOL. I. p 
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" Must tliis be P" I asked Santogo. 

** Formal duels are seldom fought in Italy ; secretly or 
openly, tlie knife generally ends all disputes/' replied the 
Tisconte ; *' but the challeDged usually nas the choice of 
weapons in all countries. Castelermo, a great authority in 
these matters, has — but I am astonished that Colonel 
Almario, as a soldier and a gentleman, should resort to this 
vulgar and antiquated mode of settling disputes." 

My friend seemed under considerable anxiety on finfjing 
that I had fallen into such a dilenmia — about to fight with a 
murderous weapon in the management of which I was totally 
imskilled. 

*' Captain Dundas, you had better make up your mind," said 
Almario, with a sneering aspect ; " or our meeting may be 
ended in the dark, like those of the bravoes you so greatly 
despise." 

*' Sir 1" I replied sternly, "I am not ashamed to acknow- 
ledge my ignorance of the management of this pig-butcher's 
weapon, and so—" 

" So decline the contest P" 

" No I — ^far from it ; but I will meet you with my sabre or 
pistols." 

" I will accept of neither, — ^being determined to slay you; 
80 if you stand not on the defensive, I wHL rush on, and end 
the matter by a single blow." 

This threat put an end to all further negotiation, and I 
felt the devil stirred up within me. 

" For God's sake be wary I" whispered the visoonte, as 
Zacheo bound a horse-cloak roimd my left arm ; '* keep the 
guard well up, to protect vour face and breast, and wat(i his 
eyes with the acuteness of a lynx." 

" Eemember this ring," I muttered hurriedly (assassi- 
nation now seemed oertsun) ; " it is our poor Bianca's — and, 
if anything happens— -you understand me P" 

" i^o, no — ^not I — ^if aught untoward happens, by the blood 
of San Gennaro ! the colonel shall cross his blade with mine ;" 
and he left me. 

Standing now about twelve yards distant from my enemy, 
I felt not unlike a recruit when a loaded firelock is first placed 
in his hands ; I knew not what position to assume, and was 
only restrained from protesting against the combat by dread 
of the triumph such a course woiud afford to Almano. He 
saw my confusion ; his dark eyes flittered with malice and 
joy, while my heart burned only wim hatred and rage at the 
prospect of becoming a victim to an uncompromising gue- 
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rilla, who deemed himself sure of easy victory over my inex- 
perience. 

With his hat drawn over his eyes, and his arms folded on 
bis breast, Santugo stood apart, regarding us with a flushed 
check, and a stem, yet troubled eye ; while Andronious had 
placed his crucifix against a tree, and was praying on his 
knees before it for my success, with all the energy and devo- 
tion of a monk of La Trappe. 

The position I assumed, with my hands clenched, my lefb 
foot advanced, and my head well thrown back, was rather 
that of a boxer, than of a combatant in such a contest as that 
in which I figured. My anta^nist bent forward on his lefb 
instep, keepmg ^e arm muffled with his cloak before him 
as a buckler, while the right hand gasped the upraised 
poniard, ready to plunge it, to the hilt, m the first unpro- 
tected place. 

After regarding me for a moment with eyes to which bitter 
animosity lent unusual vivacity, the colonel rushed upon me 
like a tiger. 

More by chance than skill, I received the blade of the 
descending poniard in the thick folds of Zacheo's horse-cloak, 
and — contrary to all rule — ^before he could withdraw it, dealt 
hiTti a tremendous blow under the lefb ear, causing his ratthng 

1'aws to clatter like a pair of castanets, when, as if struck bv 
ightning, he measured his length on the turf. Though 
given in a moment of confusion, it was a regular knock-down 
blow, which would have charmed the English gentlemen of 
4ihe fancy ; but sign(»r the Colonel Almario was quite unpre- 

Sared for such a mode of fighting, and seemed in no wvf 
elighted with it. He lay for a moment motionless, as if 
dead. 

*' Glorious ! " exclaimed Santugo, while I took the poniard 
from the relaxed hand of my aidversary, whose long curly 
ringlets and moustaches feU on, one by one (as we raised him 
up), and revealed the shaven chin, close-shorn hair, and firm, 
swart features of one well known to us. 

" Now, bv all the imps of Etna !" exclaimed Santugo, in a 
transport of fury and surprise, letting him fall heavily on the 
turf, " 'tis the brigand — ^Francatripa ! ' 

" Al vostro conmiando (at your service)" — ^replied that per- 
sonage, bowing with perfect nonchalance. 

*' Kascal I and you presumed to speak of love to Bianca of 
Santuffo P Corpo di ^aocho ! I am half inclined to sabre 
him where he lies, to teach him the respect he owes to noble 
buliesl" 

p 2 
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"Aye, do, your excellency," cried Andronicns ; *' slay him 
— the impostor ! his head is worth its weight in daeats ; 
crush him like a torpedo— gash him across the throat like 
a lynx! "Where, cattivo! haye I left my knife P Only 
think, signor — ^his villains the other night burned the village 
of Amato— plundered the shrine of the Virffin, whose nmk 
IS preserved there in a bottle. O, horror ! he broke off the 
neck and drank the contents ! " 

" Silence, dolt ! '* exclaimed Francatripa. " You have dis- 
covered me, gentlemen,'* continued the prostrate robber, 
whose throat I still grasped ; " and what mean you to do 
now P I am in your power, and there is not a syndic or com- 
mandant in the Calabrias but would — ^notwithstanding that I 
stand so high in the queen's favour — give a thousand pieces 
of gold for my head. However, as it is of more use to me, 
they shall not have it for ten times that number. Maladetto ! 
how it rings after that crackjaw ! Do you mean to make me 
prisoner? 

"No, Francatripa," repHed the generous Santugo, in a 
voice which, from being sternly slow, became soft and kind ; 
** I am one of the Alfieri — thou knowest me, and knowest too 
well I would scorn the deed ; savage and bloody though aU 
men term you, I have heard many a good and generous trait 
of your character ; and the uncompromising nostihty you 
have ever evinced to France, your high courage, and incor- 
ruptible patriotism, have gained my admiration and esteem ^ 
although at heart I abhorred the cruelties perpetrated hv 
your people on our countrymen— defending our towns gal- 
lantly from Segnier to-day, and pillaging them ruthlesslj 
to-morrow." 

The brigand, who expected to be overwhelmed with re^ 
proaches and scorn, was confounded by this unen>ected 
address ; and he became still more so when I assisted nini to 
rise, and restored his poniard, saying,— 

"Let us be friends, signor. I have not forgotten how 
generously you entertained the cavaliere di Castelermo and 
myself last night ; protecting us from the insolence of your 
band, and the petulance of their lieutenant* Beceive your 
poniard, and learn to make a better use of it ; or rather, not 
to use it at all. I esteem you as a brave man, though an 
erring one, and trust that the blow I gave you will not occasion 
you further inconvenience." 

" Francatripa," added Santugo, striking him familiarly on 
the shoulder, "seek another path than that which leads 
through the prison-gate to the scaffold. Carolina has sent to 
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you, though but a mountain-robber, the same bad^e of knight* 
hood with which she adorns the noblest breasts m Naples— 
the star of St. Constantine. Learn to deserve it, and to wear 
it with honour. Grow wise in time ; become honest as you 
are brave; lead your bold followers against the legions of 
France, instead of the poor carbonari of our hills, and the 
peaceful vine-traders of our valleys. Fight only for Italy 
and honour, and, corpo dt Baccho ! you will live in history 
and in song, like Marco Sciarra — ^re della campagna — ^and 
lord of the wilderness !" 

The robber seemed deeply affected by our frankness. 

** Monsignore visconte and signer capi'tano,'* said he, sa* 
luting us gracefully, and retiring a pace; "I am not the 
hardened villain the evil tongues of slanderers would make 
me. God and his blessed mother, who read our hearts, know 
that I have been hj stern necessity compelled to witness- 
ay, and to participate in — ^many a deed of blood and horror, from 
which my soul shrank with disgust. Yet there was a time, to 
which I look back through the long, dark vista of many a sinful 
year " (he spoke slowly and wiui sighs) " a time when, in 
youth and innocence, I sat by my mother's knee in our little 
cot among the wilds of La Syla, and when she sang to me oi 
the exploits of Sciarra the glorious, Battimello the treach- 
erous, and Mangone the terrible. Ah ! how little did I then 
dream of following so closely in their footsteps — of being 
what I have since oecome ! Deeply these songs sank in my 
heart, and more fondly were they remembered than the Ave 
Maria and hymn to the little child Jesus, which the same dear 
lips taught me to chant every night before the humble shrine 
in our cottage. I am not a cold-blooded and deliberate rascal. 
No ; a combination of circumstances brought me to the un- 
enviable position in which I now stand, roused all the evil 
passions of my breast, and made me an outcast and an enemy 
to mankind. My wife was false — ^her seducer was noble— 
my knife was sharp as my vengeance — ^that is my history. 
Tne barone of Castelguelfo was mv evil genius ; but he did 
not die. I fled to poverty and despair — thence to crime. 
How easy is the transition ! There was a time — but, via ! 
'tis past ; let me recur to it no more, but forget it ; as Fran- 
catnpa the gentleman is forgotten in Francatripa the capo* 
banmto. 

" Remember, excellency, that I sought not the villa d'Al- 
fieri iminvited ; I went there on the pressing invitation ot 
the viscontessa, to whom, in this disguise, I was introduced 
by the bishop of Cosenza, of whom — ^but enough! The 
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recollection of what I liave been, leads me to love that society 
in which I once moved as an equal, but from whose magio 
circle I am now proscribed, as if ike mark of Cain were 
UDon me. Between us, crime has raised up a mighty barrier, 
wnich neither this honoured badge, the gift of a queen, nor 
that commission (at which all men lau^h as a burlesque, when 
bestowed on me) can leveL And tru^, though proud of my 
knightly star, I know too well that it shines with diminished 
lus&e on the breast of a poor Calabrian outlaw.*' 

His voice faltered, and nis brow clouded still more ; he took 
his horse by the bridle, and yet paused, as if he had some- 
thing more to say. 

" My lord, beware of our mutual enemy, the Baron Guelfow 
My people lately intercepted a letter from him to the Cava* 
liere Belcastro, concerning some Buonapartist plot they were 
hatching. He has been enrolling an imusual number of sbirri, 
and reports are current that he intends to raise the standard 
of Joseph on this side of the Calabrian lines. And, my lord, 
let the excellent lady, your mother, be more wary in future^ 
and avoid inviting to her own mansion those gamesters whom 
"she meets at the palace of the bishop. Would to heaven I 
had never beheld the Sigjttorina Bianca! — ^Pardon me, vis- 
conte. — Her beauty and innocence have awakened in my 
breast old feelings and lon^-forgotten sentiments of honour 
and love, which all the sms and toils of four-and-twenty 
years — ^wretched years of wandering and misery — ^have not 
been able to obliterate from the memory of the hapless, the 
crime-hardened, and heart-broken robber of Calabna I " 

He turned aside for a moment, to conceal the passins 
emotion, which caused every muscle and feature of his han<£ 
some face to quiver perceptibly, 

" Grentlemen," said he, recovering, "you imagined I was 
completely at your mercy, yet you behaved with a noble 
generosity, which I shall never forget. You might have pro- 
posed to slay me at that instant " (he darted a terrible glance 
at Andronicus), " ot to deliver me up to the nearest podesta ; 
you betrayed no intention of doing either, but, had you made 
the attempt, behold my prevention I" 

He placed to his hps a bugle of black buffalo horn, and 
blew a shrill si^al, which m^e hill and valley, wood and 
shore, now growmg dark and grim in the twilight, re-echo to 
the soimd. It acted like the whistle of Black Roderick in the 
wilderness. His followers, to the number of twice &ye hun- 
dred men, sprang up &om their concealment among the 
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mnderwood, the dark green laurels, the long wavy grass, the 
rocks, and the crumbling rains, and crowded around us, a 
startling swarm of black-browed and rufiian-like fellows, all 
clad in ihe gay brigand's garb, and well armed with the 
CaJabrian rifle, pouch, and powder-horn, some with the spoil 
of the unhappy Frenchmen massacred at La Syla and the 
viUa of Sauveria, but most of them with good British buff 
belts, muskets, bayonets, and cartridge-boxes, which on our 
landiiig we had issued, perhaps rather too indiscriminately, to 
the peasantry. 

mj friend and I confronted this appalling array with firm- 
ness, but old Zacheo grew pale as death ; his legs tottered 
under him, and he sank humbly on his knees, while the 
memory of the fatal words by which he had urged us to 
despatch Francatripa, caused a cold perspiration to come over 
him. 

" Signori, behold my followers, those free foresters of St. 
Eufemio, whose fame is so terrible through all the Neapolitan 
territories. During our whole interview they have been 
around us, so you were aU more in my power than I could be 
in yours. Do me the honour to keep the poniards for my 
sake, and if ever you are assaulted by a Calabrian outlaw, 
show him my cipher. on the pommel, and his arm will be 
powerless against you, and the passage free. Yes! fallen 
though he is, the name of Francatripa finds an echo in every 
Italian heart, and there is something glorious in that V* 

He vaulted gracefully into his saadle, and assuming all hia 
former loftiness of manner, made a signal to his band, who 
immediately moved off at a running t^ot towards the forest, 
led by my old acquaintance, the crookback, who now very 
ignobly bestrode a paunchy mule. 

"Buona notte, monsignore visconte; Capitano, santa 
notte V* cried the gallant robber, waving his cap, and putting 
spurs to his horse. 

"A long good-bye to Francatripa, and all his company," I 
rephed, significantly, as he rode away at ^ill gallop; but 
Luigi, who had also resumed his hauteur, merely gave him a 
cold bow, and muttered to me — 

" Pshaw ! I hate these sentimental ruffians. Yet he is a 
famous fellow." 

I preserved one of the brigand's poniards, as a memorial of 
that strange encounter, but my haughtier friend gave the 
other as a gift to his servant, who immediately placed it in 
his leathern girdle. After watching the disappearance of the 
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brigands, as they retired by one of those gloomy gorget 
through which the Calabrian roads generally wind, we pre- 
pared to return to the villa, having now been absent two 
hours, as we remembered how great would be the anxiety of 
the timid Bianca for our safety. 



CHAPTER XXVn. 



AEBIVAL OF THE PHILISTINES. 



It was now night, and the stars were shinin? in the dark 
blue sky ; the lights &om the tents and huts within tiie field* 
work, sparkled amid the deep gloom which involved the 
lower parts of the shore, and sued red streaks of uncertain 
radiance on the black heaving waters of the bay. The moon, 
like a gigantic silver shield, began slowly to show its white 
disk in me direction of the Lipari Isles, and to throw a 
brightening ray of pallid lustre from the level horizon to the 
shingly beach of St. Eufemio. 

" Excellency," said Andronicus, cantering up to us, ** there 
are armed horsemen crossing the Amato, and riding straight 
upon our path. They may be Castelguelfo's men ; ms people 
are not with the Masse. Shall we meet them, or turn 
aside P" 

" The former, of course," replied the imprudent visconte 5 
" why, am I to turn aside my horse every time a mounted 
man appears on the road? Let us once be past yonder 
post, and we are safe within the bounds of my own terri« 
tory." 

The Greek made no reply, but reined in his horse, and fell 
into our rear a^ain ; yet I perceived him unbuttoning the 
flaps of his holsters. Our path lay along the skirts of the 
forest, and we rode unseen under the deep shadow it cast 
across the path, but the bright moon revealed the dark out- 
line of several horsemen, posted at a spot where the road 
crossed the river, which glittered like a broad belt of silver in 
the dancing beams, when its current, emerging from the 
depths of the wood, swept through the illumined plain. The 
strangers were thirteen in number, and all well armed with 
pikes and carbines, except one, who, by his drawn sabre and 
the plume in his hat, appeared to be an officer. By their 
equipment, we knew them to be a party of the Loyal Ciuabrese 
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Masse, and we paused to reconnoitre them, before pushing 
our horses across the stream. 

"Who are you that bar our way in this manner?" 
demanded Santugo. 

" The bearers of a message to his excellency the visconto, 
who, I presume, now addresses me," was the reply. 

" A troublesome one, if it requires thirteen men to deliver 
it. Who sends it r 

" The most reverend father in Grod, the lord bishop of 
Cosenza, president of the grand criminal court at Palermo," 
was the formal reply. " Ifesistance is madness. Surrender 
your sword, monsignore." 

" To whom P" asked Santugo, with fierce surprise. 

*'The barone di Bivona." 

" The hereditary bailiff surrender to a mere barone of his 
province ! Never, by heaven !" exclaimed the visconte, draw- 
ing the sword whicn, as an officer of the free corps, he wore 
continually. " Follow me, Claude ! Zacheo, forward and at 
them. I will not be capturied tamely within the bounds of 
my own jurisdiction. On ! and cut a passage through them." 

Although not quite so rash and hot-blooded as my ItaUan 
friend, I nad no time for reflection ; but, following his ex- 
ample, drew my sabre, and, despising the Masse as all our 
army did, we dashed through the Amato, splashing the 
sparkling water on every side, while a voUey from twelve 
carbines whistled about our ears. I lost an epaulette by one 
shot, and had my right cheek grazed by another, but luckily 
no harm was done, and, chargmg three abreast, we fell upon 
them peU-mell. I contented myself with acting strictly on 
the defensive, and used my sabre so expertly in ffuarding my 
head, limbs, and body, that I was invulnerable ; but Santugo, 
whose inherent Italian ferocity now burst forth without con- 
trol, laid open the cheek of one poor wretch, threw a second 
from his horse with a thrust, and, dealing a sweeping back- 
stroke at them all, pushed forward at full speed. 

Andronicus, who was armed with a heavy couteau-de- 
chasse, which his sire had wielded in the wars of the gallant 
conte di Leyda, after laying about him like his namesake at 
Tyre, followed his master s example, which I, too, was not 
slow in imitating. 

The skirmish was one which I did not in the least relish, 
being aware that I stood an excellent chance of receiving a 
shot or a pike-thrust, without gaining an atom of honour ; 
and that a severe reprimand, perhaps a court-martial, would 
be the consequence, if our general learned that I was prowling 
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about like a wandering knight, and brawling with the con- 
stituted authorities, wnen I should have been riding post- 
haste with the papers which Macleod so carefully prepared 
for his nerusal — and for which our ambassador at J?alermo 
was no doubt waiting with the utmost impatience. 

-The provincial horses are famous for their strength and 
speed, and Santugo's cattle carried us across the country at a 
tremendous pace. We were closely followed by the exas- 
perated troopers of the Masse, who now and then fired a shot 
after us, by way of giving us a relish to our ride. 

" Which way, visconte P" cried I. 

" To the villa; it is our safest — our cmly halting-place. The 
mountains are too far off." 

" By Jupiter ! I feel half inclined to turn and show fight, 
if they continue to fire at us thus." 

" Would to heaven and San Ugo, that Giacomo and any 
four of m^ old sbirri were here !" exclaimed the visconte, as 
he fired his pistols at random. The last shot told (as we say) 
efiectuallv. A cry was heard ; I looked back for a moment, 
and saw by the moonlight a man rolling in a^ony on the road, 
while his horse was rushing to the rear at fiul gallop. 

" It is no sinecure being on the staff here, truly, ' thought 
I, as we pulled up in the quadrangle of the villa, after having 
distanced our pursuers by two miles. 

The gruff damour of male voices swearing in most gut- 
tural Neapolitan, the shrill cries of women, and the confusion 
reigning within the mansion, announced to my friend that 
the enemies of his peace had penetrated to the very centre of 
his household, armed equally with carnal and legal weapons, 
warrants of the church and state, and assisted by the followers 
of Bivona, who wore the red cockade of the Masse. 

" Francesca is lost, and for me nothing now remains but to 
die ! Oh ! my cousin — mj love — ^my wife, I alone am ffuilty !" 
exclaimed Santugo in a piercing voice, as he leaped nom lus 
horse, drew his sword, and rushed up the marble staircase 
towards the apartment where the greatest uproar seemed to 
reign. 

The chamber which had concealed the fiigitive &om the 
field of Benevento, in the days of Charles oiAnjou, had not 
availed his descendant now. Dragged forth from the vault 
below the round tower, we beheld the unhappv Franceses, 
almost inanimate from terror, in the hands oi two rough- 
looking fellows who wore the bishop's livery — a kind of 
monkish garb, with which their black cross-belts and car- 
tridge-boxes, and fiaming scarlet cockades, but ill acoocded. 
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Oreroome with sh3me and honor, the poor girl drooped like 
a cnuhed flower in their rade grasp. 

Kever was I so much stmck with her resemblance to 
Kanca. She had the same placid brow, the same clear and 
brilliant eyes, the same exquisitely gentle expression and 
classic eontoor of face, which had gained these lovely sisters 
the sonfanqnet of the three Italian Ghraoes. But now, alas I 
her features wore the hne of death, and appeared yet more 
ashj when contrasted with the heayy masses of black curls 
which £eSi in disorder over her shoolders ; her teeth were set, 
and her eyes glared with an nnnatoral Instre. 

WiUi all the tenacious energy of one who straggles for life, 
she clnng to the satin skirt of the yisoontessa, whose ri<rht 
hand yet grasped a suit of cards, whilst her left was filled 
with oonnters. The old lady was quite paralyzed. 

On the other side, dung Bianca, ahnost sinking with terror, 
and surveying, with restless and tearful eyes, the fierce group 
of armed men who thronged the apartment. 

" Heaven ! — O, heaven !" exclaimed Francesca, in piercing 
accents; "save me, dearest signora — my aunt—my second 
mother--save me I Let me not be torn from my father's 
house by these frightful men ! O misery ! what have I done P 
O for my father s arm to shield me now ! But he died in 
Apulia. Luigi, Luigi, save me, or I am lost to you for ever ! 
L mgi , anima mia I " 

What a voice she had ! Never did that common, but most 
endearing epithet of Italian love sound so soft, so thrilling, to 
my ear. She was free, almost ere the words had left her 

Eallid lips. Santugo struck down both the men who held 
er, and the flashing of their pistols in his face only served 
to increase his furv. Bearing her to the other end of the 
room, he defied them to come on, with a chivalric rashness 
not often possessed now by his countrymen. 

They were not slow in accepting the invitation; their 
courage — as usual with the " swinish multitude" — being in- 
creased by their numbers, they pressed forward with clubbed 
carbines and fixed bayonets, and a sharp coniliot ensued. 
Feeling certain that Santugo would be worsted, I forced a 
passage to his side, and endeavoured to beat back the assaUants 
with my sabre ; and now came the tug of war. 

Francesco had swooned, and hung like a piece of draperjr 
over Lnigi's arm ; the viscontessa miplored mercy for ner, 
whilst Bianca buried her face in the bosom of Annina, who 
lent her powerful voice to swell the clamour, reviling the 
intruders, and encouraging us to slay them without mercy. 
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The outcries of the assembled household, toe^ether with the 
clfiuk of heavy boots, the clash of weapons, the suap^ing of 
pistols, the eroans and cries of the wounded, and the impre- 
cations of me troopers, and, added to this, my own yoiee 
calling fruitlessly on the assailants to fall back, to desist, 
made the lofty chamber seem a yery pandemonium. Some- 
times a pistol-shot dlied the place witk smoke ; one ill-directed 
ball shattered the chandelier, scattering the wax-liffhts, and 
iuYolying us in comparative darkness ; iSter which, 1 beUeye, 
we all Md about us at random. Another ball storetched on 
the floor the venerable Andronicus, who had just come to 
our assistance, and was cutting away among the bock* 
ekinned shins of the enemy, usiiig his sharp couteau like a 
scythe. 

For a time I merely used my sabre in defending Luigi and 
the unhappy girl who hung insensible upon him ; but finding 
that oiir numerous antagonists were repeatedly having recourse 
to fire-arms, and that our safety was, consequently, more en- 
dangered, I slashed a few adroitly across the fingers, defl a 
slice from the bufialo-head of a sbLrro, and might have per- 
formed many more exploits, had not Castelermo at that 
moment burst in amongst us, holding a lamp alofb in quo 
hand, and his sword in the other. 

" Basta ! on peril of your lives, hold all your hands, or, by 
San Ermo, I will drive my sword through the body of tha 
first who strikes ! " cried tnis formidable cavalier, witii the 
voice of a stentor. " Croce di Malta ! has hell broken loose, 
or are ye mad P What ! Italians fighting like wild wolves, 
while so many Frenchmen are yet on this side of the Alps P 
Sheath your sword, Santugo — ^back, Signor Claude; shame 
upon you all!" 

On hearing this determined threat, and beholdine the 
Maltese cross, the troopers of the Masse shrank hack re* 
spectfully; but the funous visconte, whom the protracted 
•conflict, the helpless state of Francesca, and a wound he had 
received, had worked up into a perfect frenzy, yet defied them 
once more to the encounter; and fear oi abandoning his 
charge, even for a moment, alone restrained him from rushing 
upon them. 

''Anathema! a curse upon ye, cowards!" he exclaimed; 
** away from my house, or abide the consequences ! Corpo di 
Caio iiario ! O that the thrice villanous oishop of Cosenza, 
or his contemptible minion di Bivona were here to receive at 
my hands the reward of all this outrage ! " 

''I am here, excellency," cried &e tough old barone. 
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bnrsting tlirougli the tlirong, and confronting the £ery 
Santugo. 

He was a thick-set, hard-featured man, and wore the scarlet 
cockade and scarf of the Masse, with a military sword and 
buff belt ; though otherwise he was attired as a civilian. His 
grey hairs glistened in the light ; he bent his keen, hollow eye 
on Santugo with a stem, careworn aspect, and his sword flashed 
as he stood on his ^uard with the air of a perfect fencer. With 
eyes absolutely bmzing with animosity, the visconte was 
rushing upon him ; but faint with loss oi blood he reeled, fell 
upon the floor, and lay still, without signs of life. His 
mother uttered a piercing cry ; Bianca covered her face, and 
knelt beside him. I, too, thought him dead ; his classic fea- 
tures expressed all that combination of mental and corporeal 
agony, stiffening into rigiditjr, which the pencil of Guide Beni 
has so powerfuUjf portrayed in some of his works. 

In the confusion which the visconte's fall occasioned, the 
bishop's officials easily possessed themselves of the inanimate 
Francesca, and bore her away in a close carriage. I was disf 
posed to interfere, but Castelermo grasped my hand. 

" Signer Claude," said he, " I honour the sentiment which 
prompts you to defend this unhappy lady ; but contending in 
her favour is to fi^ht against the church, whose cause is ever 
the most popular m It^y. The consecrated bride of God, 
sworn to Heaven at the blessed altar, D'Alfleri cannot make 
her his either by force or fraud. For the bosom of a lover she 
has left that of the church, and back to it she must return, to 
be chastened and mortified, but I trust not abandoned in the 
flesh ! No, the days when that dread phrase was used have 
passed away. Had Santugo been more religious and less 
rash, her vows would have been dispensed with in the usual 
manner, and she might have been his happy bride ; but notis 
alas ! after all that mts passed, they must part to meet no more. 
The dung^eons of the castle of Cosenza, or the still more hor- 
rible vaults of Canne, must close over her, and, perhaps, for 
ever. Madonna, be merciful to her soul !" 

The voice of Castelermo faltered, as he deplored the miseries 
to which the wretched Francesca would be subjected by his 
bigoted and superstitious countrymen. With these miseries 
I was then imacquainted, as I knew not the secret horrors 
those living tomM of Canne were yet to unfold to me, and was 
ignorant of the cruelties which were too often practised within 
the walls of continental convents, where a system of domestic 
persecution had replaced the greater terrors of that mighty 
engine of ecclesiastical tyranny, the Holy Office, whose 
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punishments forbrokenvows were founded on those to which the 
boman vestals were sentenced by the law of Tarquinius Priseus. 

The bishop's followers having departed, the barone di 
Bivona collected his horsemen and withdrew, threatening, 
however, to call the visoonte to a severe reckoning on some 
future day ; indeed, his dangerous wound and Castelermo's 
intervention, alone prevented his being carried off prisoner, as 
the bishop's warrant included him in uie charge of sacrilege ; 
but events which soon after occurred, prevented that premte 
from troubling him again abont the matter. 

Bivona had been despatched with thirty horsemen from 
tiie army of the Masse, in pursuit of two fugitives sospeeted 
of treason, and of tampering with the enemy ; and as he 
passed southward, had been requested by the bishop to sjBsist 
in the capture of Erancesca, whom for certain reasons, yet to 
be explained, that pious prdate was most ea^er to have in lus 
power. The barone departed for Jacurso, m pursuit of the 
runaways ; but our unlucky acquaintance with him ended not 
that night. 

The visconte's senses returned on his woimds being bound 
np : but he nearly suffered a relapse on discovering thSit Fran- 
cesca was away, and in the power of the bishop's people. In 
his ravings he cursed us all ; he called for his horse, his sword, 
and pistols, and before day dawned he was in a raging fever, 
which brought him to the brink of the grave. Alarmed at his 
danger, dreadfully agitated by the scene acted before them, 
and in excessive sorrow for the fate of Francesoa, his mother 
and Bianca were scarcely less ill ; so the whole household was 
in a state of disorder. 

Mistrusting the skill of the nei^bouring . physicians, I 
despatched a note to the camp for Dr. Duncan Macnesia of 
ours, who was still with the medical staff. He arrived in a 
short time, and the visconte was committed to his care. He- 
membering my encounter with Francatripa, and knowing well 
how little a brigand's word could be relied on, I applied to the 
commandant at St. Eufemio for a ^uard to protect the villa 
till quieter times. Early next mommg, a Serjeant and fourteen 
rank and file of De WatteviUe's corps arrived. After seeing 
them quartered, and giving a few orders relative to the posting 
of sentinels, &c., accompanied by my cicerone, I once more set 
out, very unwillingly, on my mission to ScyUa, congratulating 
myself, nowever, that my opportune return to the villa had fr^d 
it from a dangerous personage, and Bianca from a suitor so 
tmworthy of her. 

The Tisconte was too ill and too indignant to bid us adieu ; 
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but ho sent word by Macnesia that we should never be for- 
given for having permitted his cousin to be carried oflf, and 
mat he would calf us out the moment he recovered. He said 
he had sworn by Madonna, by the body of Bacchus, and of Caius 
Marius, to boot, that I must think no more of Bianca, who 
parted with me in tears, and promised, with her aunt's per- 
mission, to answer my letters, notwithstanding his threats. 
Thus ended my lonff-wirfied-for visit to the villa ; and the 
event left me fuU of doubt and anxiety for the future. 

It was evening- before we were again in our saddles and en 
route. We hired a goatherd to conauct us by a short, though 
unfrequented, road to Francavilla ; but it proved a long jour- 
ney to us : the rogue led us the wrong way, and absconded 
about nightfall, leaving us among the mountain forests near 
Squillaci, on the Adriatic side of this land of brawl and 
uproar. 



CHAPTEE XXVin. 

iJ>VBKTUBE AT THE CENTATJE. 

By the wayside we met a poor and aged priest, travelling 
on foot ; he was exhausted with toil, and his grey hair and 
tattered cope were covered with the dust of a long journey ; 
he had sandals on his feet, a wallet on his back, and a long 
staff in his hand. I could not ride past him ; I, who was young, 
stout, and active ; so, dismounting, I marched on foot for six 
miles, while the thankful canon rode my caparisoned grey to 
Squillaci. He was a Greek priest, travelling from Eossano, 
where there were several monasteries of the order of St. Basil ; 
all afterwards suppressed by Murat. 

Mv kindness was repaid by his superior, the old abate of 
the Basilians, to whom he reported our arrival in the decayed 
and solitary town, which was then involved in the gloom and 
obscurity of night. We heard no sound as we entered, save 
that of our horses' hoofs ringing on the old Boman road, and 
the distant roar of the Ionian Sea, as it rolled on the rever- 
berating shores of the gulf— -tiiie Scylletic gulf of classical 
antiqui^, famous for the shipwreck of ** wise Ulysses," who, 
as ti^tion aaserts, with the survivors of his disaster, founded 
the city. 

We were hospitably received by the abate, who was a true 
Calabrian and stanch royalist, and he ma^e the purple wines 
of the province flow like water, in honour of Ferdinand and 
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Carolina of Naples, — " il Cavaliere Stuardo, and the hrsere 
soldiers of Ms Britannic majesty, — ^Evoe, viva ! " 

As we had ridden our norses at an easy pace, they held 
out admirably ; but seventy miles of such miserable roads as 
those we had travelled,— ways suited only for mules, goats, 
and buffaloes, — ^were equal to a himdred on level ground. By 
the warlike operations of the French, the Masse, and the 
brigands, the rustic bridges were everywhere broken down, 
and the roads trenched and cut up, to hinder the passage 
of cannon and waggons, so we had to make many a weaiy 
detour amon^ the nills, following sheep-tracks ; at one time 
at the summit, at another at the bottom of a precipice : too 
often, we had no better road than the dry channel of^ a moun- 
tain stream afforded, and on such a path it required the 
utmost powers of spur and bridle, and all the rider's skill, to 
prevent the horse breaking his knees, by sUpping on the wave* 
worn pebbles. 

On quitting the monastery next morning, we beheld the 
ceremony of a military salutation of the consecrated host, by 
a party of the Sicilian volunteers belonging to Kempts 
brigade, then lying there in cantonment. 

The host was borne aloft through the streets by the vene- 
rable abate, followed in solenm procession by his Greek 
Basihans, carrying crosses, banners, rehcs of saints and 
martyrs, smokmg censers, and hghted tapers, which filled the 
air with perfume. They moved to the sound of a low chant, 
and the whole population knelt bare-headed on each side ai 
they passed. The Sicilian infantry formed a lane, with the 
ranks facing inwards, — ^the commanding officer kneeling in 
front, while the arms were presented, the colours leyelled to 
the dust, and the drums beat a march on the flanks. Oastel- 
ermo dismounted, and knelt on the pavement ; but I, like aa 
heretical Presbyterian, kept my saddle ; yet the sour looks of 
the watchful fathers softened when I uncovered my head,— 
for I was well aware that it would have been gross disrespect 
not to have done so, on an occasion so solenm. 

Turning our horses eastward, to regain our lost ground, 
we passed through the village of Jacurso, and the town of 
Prancavilla, crossed the stream of Angistola, and ascended 
towards Monteleone, whose castled height and groves of oak 
burst at once upon our view, as we turned an angle of the 
mountain-path. Ac our feet spread the Tyrrhene Sea» calmly 
rolling, and stretching like a vast blue mirror from St.£)ufem]0 
to Castello di Bivona, whilst its waves flashed golden in thb 
son, aa they broke on the distant promontory of TropcM^— 4h0 
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PortuB Hercules of the Romans. Further westward, the 
dim but sunny horizon was streaked by the light smoke 
ascending from the peak of Stromboli, nearly fifty miles 
distant. Around us, the country was like a beautiful garden : 
the maple, the vallonia oak, the dark, sepulchral cypress, the 
wild acacia, the towering pine, the pistacnio, the sweet-chest- 
nut, and the walnut-trees, all displayed their varying foHage 
on the lowlands, while the quivermg aspen and evergreen 
oleander waved their leafy branches from the sandy rocks. 
Sheltered by graceful weeping-willows and lofty Judas-trees, 
little cottages peeped out on the green hill-sides, whilst the 
ruddy orange, the golden apple, the pomegranate, the almond, 
the grape, and the plum, were flourishing around in glorious 
luxuriance, beneath the warm light of an unclouded sun. 

Spangled with myriads of flowers, the green and lofty hills 
reared their verdant or wooded summits to the azure sky ; 
numerous flocks browsed on their sides, beneath the shep- 
herd's care, and the cawing rooks wheeled in airy circles 
around them. We were always greeted with a wave of the 
hat by the guardians of this modem Arcadia, who lay basking 
on the grassy sward, or sat beneath the brow of an ivy-clad 
rock, or a sKadowy tree, where they had slept away the night 
in their rough tabarri. Each had by him his keen-eyed wolf- 
dog, courageous in spirit, strong, muscular, and beautiftd in 
form, with bushy tail, and long hairy coat, whiter than snow. 
These dogs watched, alternately, the browsing herds, the 
twittering birds, and the dark eyes of their indolent masters, 
who spent their solitary hours in smoking home-made cigars, 
sucking hquorice-root, carving cudgels, scraping reeds for the 
zampogna, or improvising their mis^esses on thethree-stringed 
guitar. 

The breeze from the Tyrrhene Sea swept over the fertile 
shore, making the morning air delightfully cool and agree- 
able ; but, when noon approached, we were glad to hSt at 
Monteleone, until its fierce glow and suflbcating closeness 
had passed away. 

Monteleone (a marquisate which Buonaparte had bestowed 
on one of the most famous and favoured of his officers) hes 
close to the base of lofty mountains, which are covered with 
the richest foliage during the greater part of the year : they 
form a part of that mighty cnain which runs tnrough the 
centre of all Italy. Its regular streets and handsome houses, 
built in the picturesque s^le of the country, were securely 
enclosed by a fortified wall, where the bayonets of our sen- 
tinels were gleaming through loop and embrasure. On the 
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" About three leagues in the rear, perhaps," he replied in a 
troubled voice. 

** And these gentlemen P" 

" Our Mends, and, I trust, our sayiours ! You remember 
the Signor di Casteleimo P" 

" O yes ; and Signor Claude," she added in a faint voice. 

** May their timely presence and intervention avert that 
most dread catastrophe, of which even the contemplation is 
horror." 

** You may depend upon us — ay, to the death !" said we 
both at once. 

" You are pursued, I have reason to believe ; " added the 
Maltese knight. 

" Yes ; and wish to continue our journey." 

"Whereto, signor P" 

" Anywhere to safety, but my poor daughter wotdd cer- 
tainly expire with fatigue if we rode a league further. We 
have travelled seventy miles on the spur, without drawing 
bridle once, save when Luisa's horse fell beneath her in the 
wilderness of La Syla, when I was compelled to take her on 
the saddle of mj own gallant Barbary. Often, since then, 
have we been m deadly penl; when lynxes shrieked, and 
herds of forest wolves howled behind us — ^when rivers foamed 
in front, and the mountain robbers showered their bullets 
from the rocks — ^I trembled and I prayed, but only for my 
daughter; and Grod — good and mercmil — has spared ber. 
Cavalieril I am very unfortunate— I throw myself upon 
your generosity ; and when did one soldier implore in 
vain the generosity of another P I trust that, like nonour- 
able men, you will stand by me in the coming peril, not 
for my sake, but for that of this poor sufferer, whom the 
Mother of Mercy preserve firom the fury of those who are 
tracking her with horse and horn, as if she were some wild 
boar of Abruzzi, instead of the adorable ml she* is. Per- 
dition — ^let Uiem come ! The cowards shall nnd that Battista 
Gismondo has a willing heart and able hand to defend the 
child that Qod has given, and the last that war and man 
have left him." He pressed the trembling girl to his breast ; 
she sobbed convulsively, and nearly relapsed into uncon> 
sciousness. 

" O mj father !" exclaimed she, in piercing accents ; 
" padre mio, my lips refuse to utter what my heart would bid 
them say ; I can only hang upon your neck and sob IDte a 
little cmld, and kiss your cheek, and weep. My father, I 
have destroyed you." 
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" Say rather, Lnisa, that by casting tanptation in your 
way, 1 have been the destroyer of you. Peace, peace uttie 
heart ! Ah ! how it beats and flutters ;" he added, half play- 
fully, pressing his fingers on her bosom. 

** There are those at hand who ma;^ soon make it cease to 
beat for ever," said she, in a faint voice, and, sinking back- 
wards on the sofa, her eyes closed, and the pallor of her hue 
increased. 

** Madonna, preserve my child !" exclaimed the old cava- 
lier, beating his breast, while his eyes gleamed with fear and 
distraction, for at that moment the noise of advancing hoofs 
was heard on the hard, dusty road that woimd down mm the 
mountains. Though the inn stood within the Porto Nuovo 
of the toym, we could hear the din of the pursuers, but it 
sounded faint and distant. 

** Major Gismondo, I implore you to tell us the meaning 
of all tms," said L 

** They come," replied he, turning round to look for his 
sabre, " they come ; and with renewed vigour, too, to judge 
by the trampling hoo&. Perdition ! aU the powers in Italy, 
or in hell bdow it, shall not separate us while hand and hilt 
can hold together; but, O San Gennaio, what has my poor 
child done to be persecuted thus P I had hopes of reaching 
the British fleet, when, perhaps, we should have found 
safety, but I trust that with you. Captain Dundas, I shall 
find that protection which your countrymen never refuse to 
the lULfortnnate." I bowed, but understood him not. 



CHAPTER XXTX. 



LOVX AND WAB. 



"Gentlemen," he continued, when the room had been 
cleared of Fossi and his household, who were aU in an agony 
of curiositv, " you know me well ; I am Battista Gismondo, 
a major of the Loyal Masse, and this is my daughter, Luisa. 
After the events of these few hours past, I can scarcely deem 
myself the same person ; I am bewildered. Luisa is the last 
Of a once numerous family ; but my sons — ^my sons ! — they 
have all gone before me to God ; one perished on the walls 
of Andna, one in the breach of Altamurra, and three in the 
hands of the French ; cruelly and savagely shot as rebels by 
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the marcliese di Monteleone, whom Madonna forgive ! for I 
never can. 

" When that unrelenting commander was attacked by our 
patriots at La Syla, — where all perished save himself and his 
aide-de-camp — trom the rocks above that hideous gorge I 
beheld the work of death. It was a scene of thrilling horror. 
Within that narrow space, hemmed in on every hand — in 
front, in rear, on each side, and above — the rines poured 
down volleys of leaden hail ; miserable was the slaughter of 
the unhappy Frenchmen. 

" The wnole vale was enveloped in smoke, and its dark rocks 
were illuminated by the flashmg musketry ; the shrieks and 
yells of vengeance, of despair, and death, and the roar of the 
fire-arms, reverberated among the echoing hills, mingled with 
the crash of enormous stones, which, rent from me solid 
mountains, and urged by strong, revengeful hands, feU thun- 
dering on the foe beneath. Few have looked upon such a 
scene ; but I thought only of my sons, and laughed scornfully 
as the cries of agony — the last agony of many a parting soiu 
— arose from the smoky gulf below me. The measure of re- 
venge was full. Of all that gallant band, the marchese and 
his aide-de-camp alone escaped. Brave, resolute, and mad- 
dened, he forced his gallant horse up the walls of basaltic 
rock (which on every hand enclose the valley, so that it seems 
like a vast pit or weU) and, missed by a thousand bullets, he 
dashed down the mountains unhurt, and disappeared. 

" His aide-de-camp, a French officer, young, and equally 
brave, strove to imitate his example ; spurring his horse up 
the rocks, he rushed from the gloomy dell, and emerged sua- 
denly, almost at my feet. How terrible was his aspect ! at 
this moment I can behold him ; the panting horse, with start- 
ing eyes, erect mane, and snorting nostrils ; the breathless 
rider, bareheaded and pale — ^his face streaked with blood — 
his broken sabre gleaming in his hand. 

" * France ! France ! — vive I'Empereur !' cried he, and was 
dashing on, when a stray bullet struck his horse ; it plunged 
wildly forward, and rolled dead on the turf, hurling its rider 
at my feet. The next moment my knee was upon his breast, 
and my sabre at his throat ; his sword-arm was broken — ^he 
was powerless. 

"*jRuffian!* he exclaimed, 'would you slay me in cold 
blood?* 

"*As your countrymen slew my sons,' was my fierce 
rejoinder; he saw bub little mercy in my aspect at that 
moment. 
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" * Old man,* said he, with a faltering voice, * if you are 
indeed a father, spare me for my father's sake, if you wUl not 
for my own !' 

" * So pleaded my sons, perhaps — ^but no ! they would have 
scorned to ask mercy of a Frenchman. Enough, young man ; 
with me you are safe ; like yourself, I am an officer, and will 
do nothingthat is unworthy of a gentleman.' I assisted him 
to rise. *Your name, signor P* 

" * Philippe Ee^nier, a lieutenant of the first regiment — ^the 
favourite corps of Napoleon.* 

" * Would you had some other name than that of our 
accursed persecutor.* 

" * Beware, sir ! ' exclaimed the other haughtily ; * if you 
mean Begnier, chevalier of the Iron Crown, and general of 
division under the emperor — he is my father.' 

" * It is enough,* I replied. * Young man, he is our deadly 
enemy ; yet I will say nought to which his son may not listen 
with an unruffled brow ; but, as you value life, utter not his 
name in the hearing of an Italian. You must bo aware of 
the necessity for this.' 

" He bowed. To preserve him from the fury of the fol-^ 
lowers of Francatripa, I conveyed him to my house, which 
was not far distant. Night had descended on the unfinished 
work of death, arid we retired tmseen. The ;poor French 
youth was deeply grateful for my care ; he suffered acutely 
from his broken arm and a wound on the head, where a ball* 
had laid bare the temple ; fever ensued, he grew worse daily, 
and was brought almost to the brink of thegrave ; yet I 
dared not bring him any medical assistance. H^d the secret 
of his dwelling at my nouse been noised abroad, his doom 
had been sealed as a Frenchman, and mine as a traitor ; my 
house would have been levelled to the ground. He had no 
other nurse or attendant than my poor little daughter. — 
Signori, spare the tears and blushes of my dear Luisa, by 
imagining the rest. Both were young, handsome, and ardent ^ 
too much so to be thrown so entirely together, and left so 
much in each other's society, as our secluded habitation and 
my long and frequent absences compelled them to be. 

"I discoverea their passion at last; but I could blame 
neither ; having long anticipated and dreaded it as an evil not 
to be averted. I could not leave the poor French lad to 
perish on the mountains, and to none, save my daughter, in 
these times of peril, could I with safety and honour to myself" 
have imparted the secret of his escape and existence. If et I 
could not restrain a stem reproof. 
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" * By heaven, Signor Pliilippe/ said I, * you have not acted 
well in smiting the hand th^ spared your life on the battle- 
field, and has since fostered you so tenderly ; by induing in 
this passion, which with you is fleeting — ^thought of but for 
a moment — ^you have stnng the heart uiat wamily cherished 
and saved you from the just vengeance of our incensed people. 
In so doing, I have placed in imminent jeopardv my life, my 
honour, and the high reputation of my fiunily for patriotism 
and loyalty, and this is my reward ; you gain the love of my 
daughter, on whom you can never bestow your hand — tli 
difference of dime, of manners, and, above sol, your political 

r>8ition, forbid it, and raise up a mighty barrier between you. 
honour you as a brave youtn, but of an accursed nation ; I 
wish you well, and shall ever do so— yet, in the name of 
Madonna, recover your health and rejoin your Other's 
army.* 

** ' And wherefore, my dear Monsieur Grismondo, is the 
barrier so insuperable P' said he, starting from the sofa on 
which he reclined, and taking my hand in one of his, whilst 
the other held that of Luisa, who hid her blushing face, as 
she hides it now, behind her silken tresses. — * Better times — 
oh, yes ! better and happier times are in store for both France 
and Italy, on whose united throne now^ sits our emperor, 
crowned by the hand of RufTo, raised by the valour of his 
soldiers, and blessed by the favour of Goa.* 

" * To the young*, all things seem possible,' said I, coldly ; 
• to me, whose heart is .eared, whose beard is grey, whose 
head the hand of time has bared, the future can never be so 
bright as the past. BeKeve me, Philippe, I esteem you highly, 
and know none on whom I would more willingly bestow this 
fair bud — ^the last of my race ! — than on thee.' 

'* Perhaps this was too honest an avowal — ^too great a con- 
cession ; but, ere I could retract it, Philippe exclaimed : — 

" * Oh ! joy, my dear major ; you know not how ha]^py 
you make me— us — ah ! let me say us/ he added, drawmg 
liuisa towards him. ' Promise me, good Monsieur Gismondo, 
that when peace comes — as come it soon must, when we have 
tossed all the enemies of Joseph into the sea at Scylla, and 
when France and Italy have become one — and one they shall 
be, for the emperor has so willed it — ^promise me that made- 
moiselle shall be mine. Oh ! good sir, complete the joy of 
this hour by giving a promise, which I know you will rather 
die than break.' 

" Their upturned faces blushed with youth and love ; tlieir 
eyes beamed with delight and hope ; and the fair golden curls 
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of my daughter almost mingled with the rayen hair of the 
frenchman. It was a picture of beanty and happiness that 
I had not the heart to destroy ; I promised, and signed the 
cross above them. 

" * I will redeem my ^pledge when Erance and Italy are 
cne^ said I ; ' bat when will that day come to pass P* I added, 
mentally, on taming awa^r and leonng the happy lovers 
together. * Yes, ere that time comes, Charybdis shall give 
iq» its wrecks, and Etna vomit water, in lien of flame.' 

'' In trath, I loved the lad, becaase I had saved his life, for 
which he seemed sincerely gratefol to me ; and I coald not 
bat admire his coarage and heroic enthasiasm, thoagh in the 
cause of that bad and renegade emperor, whose name is 
enoagh to make ^<^ blood boil m every Italian heart. At that 
time 1 saw little prospect of M. Begnier being united to my 
daughter ; bat, as it was impossible to foresee what tarn the 
tide of war might take, I thoaght it well that Loisa had in 
the French camp so powerful a friend as the general's son. 
These ideas mignt be selfish, bat I knew that care and the 
hand of time were beginning to lie heavier on me ; that I was 
exposed to the innomerable dangers of continual strife, and 
that, when Qod called upon me, my poor Utile daughter would 
be alone in the world." 

The old officer stopped ; he sobbed audibly, and I saw the 
heavy tears which oozed from his grey eyelashes, falling on 
the mir forehead and sunny hair of his daughter. It was a 
picture. • Alas ! he heard not, as we did, the distant clang of 
advancing horses, so much was he absorbed in his story. 

" To be brief," he continued, " M. Regnier departed next 
day, disffuised as a buffalo-herd. I conducted him in safety 
to his lather's camp at Maida, where, two days after, the 
British obtained that victory so glorious to themselves, and so 
auspicious to Italy. Their foes retired with precipitation, and 
the bright fdture which Luisa and her lover had so fondly 
anticipated, became enveloned in gloom and obscurity. 
Philippe escaped unhurt, but lost the standard of his regiment 
in that desperate single combat with jou. Captain Dundas. 

*' I belonged to one of those battahons of the Masse which 
so closely mvested General Eegnier's intrenched camp at 
Cassano. Luisa was with me, and, from my tent, she could 
daily see the sentinels in the blue uniform of Philippe's regi- 
ment, almost within mnsket-oliot. Honrly we wero engagid 
in skirmishes with the enemy, who were soon driven to the 
utmost extremity. Being joined by Frk Diavolo, Mammone, 
and some of the loyalist brigands, and hearing that Marshal 
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Massena was rapidly adyancing, the chiefB of the Masse 
directed that, an hour after Ave Maria on the nif ht before 
last, a general and grand assault would be made on me French 
encampment, and an order was circulated strictly forbidding 
Quarter to be shown to any of the enemy. For three days 
tnere had been a cessation of hostilities, and our false leaders 
resolved to fiEill upon our foes at a moment when an attack was 
least expected. 

" A rocket sent up from the mountains was to be our signal 
— ^Vengianza ! our watchword ; but traitors were amongst 
us ; and, fully acquainted with the plotting of our treacherous 
chiefs, Ilegnier resolved to anticipate the attack, and over> 
whelm them with confusion and dismay. 

" Ave-Maria passed, one by one the stars began to glimmer 
in the darkening sky, silently our troops began to muster in 
their ranks, and many an eye was bent to the gloomy moun- 
tains, awaiting the red burst of the rocket. I was bidding a 
hasty and sorrowful adieu to my daughter, who was doubly agi- 
tated with anxiety for the fate of both her father and lover, when 
the roar of the French artillery opening on our field-works from 
every part of their intrenchments, the clang of their galloping 
cavalry, and the shout of * Vive TEmp^reur !* as their whole 
light troops made a desperate sortie, equally furious and un- 
expected, made me grasp my sabre, and rush from the presence 
of Luisa. 

"Led by Regnier in person, the French burst headlong on 
our trenches, and both horse and foot scoured all the ap- 
proaches, from which the Masse fled with precipitation. 
Three of our chiefs, many cavaliers of distinction, ana a thou- 
sand Italian soldiers perished in the slaughter ; after which, 
the French retired leisurely within their defences, without the 
loss of a man." 

''Basto ! and all this took place but two nights ago?" ex- 
claimed Castelermo. 

" But the worst remains to be told. Not Dante's self could 
describe the fierce longing for reprisals — ^the wrath, the horror 
of our people at daybreak. They beat their breasts and tore 
their hair ; they raved like maniacs ; they called on the chiefs 
to lead them against the foe ; the air was laden with their 
shout — ^itwas * Vengiaiiza* 

" Anon, there rose a universal cry of treason ! and every 
man looked with dark scrutiny in the face of his comrade. In 
the midst of this, while seated with Luisa in my tent, I was 
surprised by seeing a hand raise the canvas wall, and throw Ib 
a piece of paper, on which was written : — 



pooB litisa! 237 

" * If you value the lives of yourself and daughter, fly ! A 
letter &om the son of Greneral Begnier, and addressed to tho 
Si^ora Luisa, was last night found in your tent, and is now 
lym^ before the chiefs in council. They are at this moment 
deliberating on the mode of her death, whether by the 
cord or btdlet; she is supposed to have acquainted the 
French with the projected assault of last night. There is 
not a moment to be lost — away ! A friend to the Major 
Oismondo* 

" I felt crushed and broken to the earth ; for a time my 
mind was a chaos; then it was wrung with the bitterest 
anguish* while my cheek glowed with indignation and shame. 
Had I been alone, to have rushed to our nobles and repelled 
with scorn the insinuation would have been the thought and 
deed of a moment ; but my child made a coward of me ; the 
wild shouts of our lawless soldiery were ringing around us, and 
our stem chiefs were sitting in council, deciding upon the 
death of my daughter — ^my poor innocent Luisa. 

" We stole from the camp, procured horses, and fled, but 
not unperceived ; we have oeen pursued fiercely and hotly, 
and have passed through innumerable toils and horrors. 
Our only chance of safety lay in getting on board the British 
fleet ; or under your friendly flag, Signor Dundas. Thank 
Heaven ! it waves over Monteleone, and I trust our pursuers 
will respect it ; but deadly, indeed, must be the purpose of 
those who have followed us so rapidly and so far, without 
drawing bridle." 



CHAPTEE XXX. 

pooB luisa! 

Dusk had set in ere his relation concluded, and the ex- 
hausted girl had fallen into a deep slumber on his breast. 
Just as the waiter — ^who probably had heard the whole story 
through the keyhole — brought m lights, a party of armed 
horsemen galloped through uie Porto Nuovo, and halted. 

" Which way, said youP" asked one. 

" The Centauro, monsignore," replied a voice ; it was that 
of Da Fossi, our villanous host; and the same party of irre- 
gular cavalry we had encountered at the villa D'Alfieri, 
wheeled into the inn-yard. 

" They come ! O, my father — 0, my God !" cried the un- 



n 



238 ADYENTUBES OF AN UDE-DE-CAMP. 

happy girl, embracing her parent. " O, Signor Claude !— O, 
GaTaliere di Caatelermo, protect us !" 

'* My daughter !" gasped the old man. " Ah ! the agony 
of this moment ! Sienior/' he added, addressing me, '' inter- 
cede for us. Afl a British o£Scer, you may do much ; my 
daughter, she may yet be saved — spared to cheer the little 
time that is left me." 

" On my honour ! major, we will stand by you to the last," 
I replied, while my heart melted at the old man's passionate 
entreaties. ** Let us close up and barricade the door, while a 
message is despatched to the castle for the inlying piquet." 

** Thanks, thanks. Madonna bless you ! you may do much 
—and yet for what can I hope P" he muttered, with an air of 
distraction, as he laid his half-lifeless daughter on the 8ofi^ 
and looked round him for his sabre. 

" Signor Claude," whispered Marco in an agitated manner ; 
'' I can only c(»itemplate with horror the probable issue of this 
affair. Be wary of using your sword," he observed, as I 
buckled it on. " Innocent as the signorina may be, appear- 
ances are against .her, and the Masse carry matters wit^ a 
hi^ hand." 

JSre I could reply, we heard ihe following orders by the 
leader of the parfy : — 

" Surround the nouse, and shoot all who attempt to escape. 
Unsling carbines !" He at the same time leaped from hk 
horse, and rushed up the staircase. A tramplmg of heavy 
boots, a jangling of steel spurs and scabbards suc^eded — ^the 
door of our apartment was thrown open by our half-frightened, 
half-officious landlord, bowing humbly, with a candle in each 
hand, and our acquaintance of the preceding evenine, the 
stem old barone of castello di Bivona pressed forward, followed 
by fifteen or twenty well-armed, but motley-garbed troopers. 

" Traitress ! a devil of a chase you have given us," ftaid he, 
striking his sword on the floor. 

. " Ahi ! protect me, my father ! they are come — ^those enemies 
of our peace — of my innocent love. Save me ! or kiss mey 
and let me die." 

'' Die !" reiterated her father, in a dreadful tone. 

" Surrender all here, in the name of the king !" said the 
baron, in a loud voice ; " in the name of Ferdinand of Naples 
and Sicily." 

How now, my lord," I inquired, throwing myself forward ; 

this is a private apartment, and by what right do you make 



ft ■ 

this intrusion F' 

In right of the name I have mentioned. But who are 
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70a, that assume this air of anthority P" he asked, with a frown 
of sttrpriae. 

" What my uniform proclaims. I am one whom you would 
do well inadEare«sing more politely." 

" And your friend is a cayalier of Malta P" 

Marco bowed. 

'* Well, gentlemen, I am a Neapolitan barone, a chief of 
the Masse, and oommand«.nt of irregular caralry ; empowered 
to capture this unfortunate fugifciye, and execute upon her a 
sentence decreed by the chie& in council at Cassano — ^the 
reward due to treason and lea£;uing with the ^lemy. Si^ori, 
well aware, as ^rou must be, of the utter futility of resisting 
the authority with which I am invested, it will be wiser to 
restrain the sorrow of this unhappy parent, than to attempt 
to defeat tiie views of justice. The girl must die I As iovyou, 
signor," he added, addressing me particularly, — perhaps be- 
cause I did not seem to care much for his " authority," — " we 
have met before ; and if my followers are again obstructed, a 
formal complaint shall be sent to Greneral Sir John Stuart, 
and you muist abide the consequence. The edicts of the chiefs 
of the Masse are, just now, the laws of the land. Seize the 
woman I " 

The soldiers advanced; the poor &ther threw himself before 
his daughter ; I started, but. Maroo grasped my arm^ and I 
observed that his dark cheek was turning pale ; he bit his 
nether lip, and said, " Sesistanoe is indeed vain." 

" Monsignore Barone," cried the old major, in a trembling 
voice, "for the love of the blessed Madonna, spare my 
daughter ! By the head of the pope 1 — by the bones of the 
saints ! — ^by God himself! — ^I swear to you she is ianooent. 
The child thai is unborn — ^yea» the beatified Mary herself, 
was not more pure. 'Tis my daughter," he added, in a be- 
wildered manner ; " O, the little creature I have nurtured 
from infancy, — and to perish thus ! Tis my daughter — my 
child — the last of them — she — pity me, Signor Bi^ne— you 
are very good — ^her mother was slain by a cannon-ball at 
Altamurra — my arms were around her when her soul went 
up to her B^eemer. My daughter is pure — innocent — 
innocent as Madonna ! " 

" Poor man ! you blaspheme," said the barone. 

" Spare her, signor illustrissimo, — have mercy : it is good 
to do 80, and pleasant to the eye of Heaven. Think how you 
may one day crave it at the tlirone of Grace, when the deeds 
of this hour will stand recorded afainst you in letters of fire. 
Spare her, for my sake ! Bemember all I have endured and 
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done for my country. Behold these scars, gained when 
Macdonald was driven from Terracina*. her brothers have 
all followed their mother; they have gone before me to 
heaven, — they died for Italy ! K«member, monsignore, when 
Ettore Carana, the count of Ruvo, took Andrea by storm, 
and reduced it to ruins and ashes, — remember how I saved 
your life at the risk of my own ; how my boy, my dark-haired 
Battista, — O, my Qod, the last of ^ye, — ^fought for you, and 
fell at your feet, covered with wounds. I dragged you from. 
the press, through flames, and balls, and bavonets, — ^ha ! ha ! 
—you were then wounded, faint, and bleeding, but you 
promised, in a burst of gratitude, that if ever you could 
serve me, you would do it, even to the peril of yoor 
life. Yotirs I seek not, but the life that I gave — ^the life 
of my daughter." Gismondo uttered another sepulchral 
laugh. " The hour is now come, Signor Barone, and I caD 
upon you to redeem the given promise — ^the life of my 
daughter." 

" Santo Gennaro !" muttered the old barone, in a troubled 
voice, as he smote his forehead, ** what an hour of shame and 
agony is this ! Give me back the lives of two sons, now lying 
dead in the trenches of Cassano, slain by the treachery of 
your daughter, — ^hear you that, Maggiore Gismondo? — ^by 
her leaguing with the enemy. — ^Away with her to the veran- 
dah, and knot a halter, some of you. Povero voi ! entreat 
me not, vile traitress !" he exclaimed, roughly shaking off the 
horror-stricken girl, who clasped his knees. '' Most unhappily 
for thee, I remember, at this moment, but too poignantly the 
loss of my gallant sons. Forward, some of you : seize this 
imfortunate father ; he must not see that which is to ensue. 
Away with him, and secure the daughter. I would to Heaven, 
some other than Di Bivona had been sent on this cursed 
hangman's errand !" 

"My sabre ! my sabre !" cried Gismondo, wildly rushing 
round the room, and dashing the chairs and tables right and 
left in his frenzy. 

Seized by many powerful hands, the parent and child were 
torn asunder : the former was borne away, almost senseless, 
to a neighbouring monastery ; happily for herself, the latter 
lay in a deep swoon. 

'^** Quick ! * cried Bivona, " for Heaven's sake I get this 
affair over as soon as possible." 

** Would monsi^ore wait till she recovers a little, to pray P" 
said Baptistello varro, whom I now recosnized as one of the 
troopers, and who alone seemed to recoU with disgust &om 
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the task imposed. " Ah ! signor, permit her a little time to 
pray." 

" No, no, Varro, that would be cruelty ; we have not a 
moment to spare for tears and entreaties. Diavolo ! if once 
she opens these blue eyes of hers, we may be bewitched ; 
there is that in their glance, — 'tis the mal-occhio ! And yow, 
gentlemen," he addressed us, ** will do me the favour to remain 
where you are, or interfere at your peril." 

Gladly would we have resisted, to save this poor victim 
from those stem and unrelenting patriots ; but, as our efforts 
would have been perfectly futile, and a serious compromise of 
our own safety, we were compelled to become spectators of 
the horrible scene which ensued, — one, of which I willingly 
give but a hurried description. 

From one of the rafters of a covered verandah, or gallery, 
which projected on rough wooden columns round three sides 
of the court or quadrangle of the inn, Baptistello suspended a 
strong cord with a noose ; two red torches, streaming in the 
night- wind, were held aloft, and cast their fitftd glare around. 
The picturesque facade of the old palace, with the rude altera- 
tions made by Da Fossi, — ^its broad eaves, its gloomy galleries, 
vine-clad columns, and gleaming casements ; me motley group 
of wild-looking volunteers, witSi their Calabrian troop-horses, 
and glancing bucklers and weapons ; the dark visages of those 
who Dore the poor girl to the place of death ; and the beautiftd 
victim herself, with her pale cheek and paler bosom, and the 
dishevelled tresses of her long, bright hair, which the old man 
loved to stroke, were illumined by the strong red light poured 
from the torches, whilst a dusky gloom enveloped the back- 
ground: tiie whole scene would have formed a striking 
subject for the pencil of a Salvator Bosa. 

jffevived by the cool night-wind, the lips of Luisa were 
beginning to move ; she sighed deeply. Ah ! it was agony 
to contemplate that beautiful bosom, now throbbing almost 
for the last time ! She opened her eyes, but closed them in- 
stantly, as a torch close by flashed full upon her face ; con- 
sciousness was just returning, as the d!etestable cord was 
placed round her pure and slender throat. 

" Madonna — Madonna receive her !" exclaimed Castelermo, 
fts he held his crucifix aloft to heaven. " Mother of mercy, 
look on her ! — O, gran Dio 1 " he ejaculated, as she was tossed 
over the balconv. 

There was a norrid jerking and cracking sound, as the cord 
strained with her weight; her blue eyes opened, — oh! 
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frightfol was their aspect, as the li^ht of the sputtering 
torches fell on them, and still more mghtM were the dis- 
tortions of that enchanting form, — hut for a moment only. 
GThere it swmig round, vibrating, then hnng still and motion- 
less ; the fair head drooped heavily forward, and the long, 
bright ringlets floated in disorder on the passing wind. 

"To horse, and away!" cried Di Bivona; and, «re his 
party had clattered through the Porto Knoro, Mjurco and 
I retomed to our apartment, sickening with disgust «nd 
horror. 

"Basta! let ns qnit this aeeursed den, and seek some 
place of amusement, said the knight. " Hiere is sui^ly 
some gaming-house or merry cantina in Monteleone. Let 
us go.' 

"With aU my soul," said I. "Some of the GoiBican 
Bangers are in garrison here. I had a brother amongst 
them once, and know the corps well, having many firiends 
in it." 

" Buono ! we shall be sure to fall in with tiie officers some- 
where, — at the cafi^ or the promenade." 

We left the inn about the same time that two men of the 
Compag^a di M<n*ti bore away the remams of liuisa CKs- 
monao in a shell, covered by a pall ; around it walked mx 
others, carrying torches, and completely enveloped in sad:- 
oloih, having even their faces covered by a Mack hood, which 
descended to the chin. They farmed a srim and mysterioas 
ffroup, as they wound, by the light of their links, liirorag^ a 
oark and narrow alley, to the entrance of some obscure and 
ghastly charnel-house. 

" And Luisa was the bosom £riend of Bianca ! " thought I, 
as their monotonous chant died away. "What a tale of 
horror I have to tell the family of Alfieri I " 

Of the Major Gismondo, I shall have to relate mope here- 
after. 



THE SIEGE OF SCYLLA. 243 



CHAP TEE XXXI. 



THE SIEGE OF SGYLLA. 



Next evening we arrived at Scylla — ^the Scylla of classical 
f .ntiquity, hoary, and worn with the storms of ages, dark with 
Ihe lapse of years ; the stronghold, snccessively, of the Greek, 
Ihe Syoman, the fair-habred Goth, the swarthy Saracen, the 
mail-clad Norman knight, the proud Italian prince, the 
pronder Spaniard, and, lastly, the grasping Granl. As we 
approached it, Castelermo bade me remark the roar of the 
ocean in the caverns beneath the rock, which rises perpendi- 
cularly from the water, and is still of considerable danger to 
mariners. To the ancients it was terrible, on account of its 
real and M)led dangers, which occupy so prominent a place 
in the heroic pdems of Homer, Ovid, and otners ; and famous 
for the loves of Glaucus, and the magic art of Circe, the daugh- 
• ter of the sun (who transformed the beautifiil nymph Scylla 
into that tail rock,Tdiich "bulged the pride of famed Ulysses' 
fleet "), and the roar of whose dogs was so terrible to ^neas 
and his followers. 

Opposite, rose the fair and fruitful coast of Sicily, the spires 
of Messina, and the green ridge of the Neptunian hills, 
behind whicJi sank the setting sun, whose last rays changed 
the hue of the ocean from bhie to puiple ; the Straits were 
studded with crafb of every descnptioii, from the stately 
British line-of-battle ship to me little scampavia, with its red 
and yellow latteen sail. As we puUed up our horses beside 
Monte Jaci, to view the splendid prospect, the old tradition 
came to my remembrance :— 

" The Italian shoxe 
And fair Sicilians coast were one, before 
An earthquake cansed the Haw : the roaring tides 
The passage broke, that land from land divides ; 
And, where the lands retired* the rushing ocean rides." — JEneid, iii. 

The roaring of the sea in the cavern of Dragara caused our 
horses to snort and rear, and the sound was not imlike the 
cry of some " tremendous pest," or monster, such as Scylla 
was fabled by the poets of old. But, enough, or the reader 
will suspect me of that " dull pedantry which finds every- 
thing ancient necessarily sublime." 

Tne whole coast bore traces of that dreadful visitation, the 
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earthquake of 1783, when vast masses of the shore fell into 
the sea, burying gardens, fields, dwelling : at the base of 
Monte Jaci lay a mighly piece of rock, which had been 
hnrled from its summit to the margin of the Mediter- 
ranean. 

" On that night of horrors," said Castelermo, " when all 
Oalabria was trembling with the internal convulsions of the 
world — ^when the sea exhaled brimstone, and the whole face 
of the land became changed — ^when rivers were choked up by 
the fall of the mountains, or rolled back upon their source — 
when cities, engulfed in yawning earth, were lost for ever-*- 
when hills became lakes, and the last day of dread and 
jud^ent seemed at hand, — ^the ocean heaved up its waters 
to uie height of twenty feet ; and, rushing on the coast for the 
distance of three miles, swept back into the abyss two thousand 
four hundred and seventy human beings, who had fled to the 
shore for safety from the crumbling cMs and falling moun- 
tains. The heavens seemed all in flames, and the ocean 
rolled on, wearing the red tint which the light reflected on 
it ; the promontory of Campala fell into the waves, and not a 
fragment of it remained ; Scylla was split to its foundations, 
and the solid towers of its castle flung from the rock upon the 
town below. The eagles screamed and ^ovelled, panting on 
the ground, whilst the wolves howled with aflHght in the re- 
<;e8ses of the woods. All nature seemed convulsed, paralyzed, 
and trembling on the brink of destruction." 

The castle was the property of Castelermo*s uncle, the Car- 
dinal Eufib, prince ofthe ancient house of Bufib Sci^lio, and a 
man of political and military celebrity; it was his principal re- 
sidence, until ruined and dismantled on his defection ; but the 
skill of French engineers had restored it to more than its for- 
mer strength and glory. On the south side lay the snu^ 
little town, terminated by the castle rock, the cliff descend 
in? sheer down to the sea, which rolls two hundred feet 
below. An ample tricolour waved heavily over the dark grey 
keep, and the glittering arms of the sentiQels flashed in the 
setting sun, over the ramnarts and embrasures, through 
which protruded the muzzles of heavy cannon; their fire, 
during the siege, had scared away all the inhabitants of the 
town below. 

Evening dee|)ened around as we advanced, and we soon 
saw the Hght in the Pharo di Messina shed its tremu- 
lous rays across the rushing and now dark waters of the 
Strait. 
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The garrison of the French marquis was completely in- 
vested ; on the land side, by the brigade of my countr^onan, 
Colonel (latterly, Lieutenant-General Sir John) Oswald, who, 
at the head of the 20th and 58th regiments, with five com- 
panies of De Watteville's corps, and two four-pound field- 
Sieces, had marched to this part of Lower Calabria, imme- 
iately after our victory at Maida. Two days after the 
battle, he captured the town and castle of Monteleone, took 
three bundled Frenchmen prisoners, seized all the dep6t 
there, and, pushing on by forced marches, laid siege to Scylla, 
which, at the time of my arrival, had been closely blockaded 
for nearly twenty days. 

The twilight of eve had given place to the more sombre 
shadow of mght, when we entered the town, but no chant of 
vespers arose from the ruined chapels of its deserted convents ; 
soldiers alone crowded its streets and terraces, where the 
shattered houses, roofless and desolate, and strewn with 
broken furniture, exploded shells, splinterS) and cannon-shot, 
gave evidence of the daily work of strife. 

The quarters of the general were in an old mansion, the 
gloomy and antique aspect of which, with its vicinity to a 
church, declared it to nave been once the residence of an 
ecclesiastic of rank. The jtLSsed archivolts, twisted columns, 
and grotesque decorations, all displayed the peculiar taste of 
the Saraceno-Korman architect, who raised the massive walls 
of the building, which Sir John found a very comfortable 
shelter from the shot of the enemy's batteries. 

Leaving our horses with the quarter-guard, who occupied 
the lower part of the building, we were ushered up a narrow 
well-staircase to a vaulted room, where we found Sir John 
and Colonel Oswald seated by a black oak table, studying a 
plan of Scylla, which divided their attention with an im- 
posin£^ j|ur of wine and a case of cigars. 

" Welcome, Dundas," they exdaimed. " Good news, I 
hope? Crotona — " 

" Surrendered on last Wednesday evening." 

" Glorious fellow, Macleod!" 

" We have taken six hundred prisoners, forty pieces of 
cannon, and all their stores.*' 

" Excellent;" said the general, rubbing his hands ; " and 
your friend — he belongs to the IVee Corps, I presume P" 

" Santugo's battalion. Allow me to introduce the Cavaliere 
di Castelermo, of the military order of Malta, who has ac- 
companied me hither from Crotona; no easy journey. Sir 
John, in such a land as this. The signor is now lord of 
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Scylla and its castle, since the defection and consequent for- 
feiture of his nnde, the cardinaL" 

The knight and general bowed. 

'' We must dri^ your health as captain/' said Oswald, 
filling the glasses &omthe greybeard, and pushing the cigars 
towards us, ''we must also invite some of the brigade and 
christen your commission—eh, Dundas ! Some of the car- 
dinal's wme this — aplenty more in the cellars below — (this 
was the house of his steward) — capital stuff, is it not P" 

" And I have to congratulate the general on the rank he 
has obtained ; long may ne enjoy it !" said I, alluding to Sir 
John's recent elevation to the title of count of Maida, 
bestowed on him by Ferdinand of I^aples. 

Muttering an excuse, he tore open the covers, and hastily 
conned over the despatches of Macleod. 

" Capitulated — ^honours of war — ^prisoners — ^um, um — ^I am 
a&aid we shall not get possession of Scylla so easily. H^re 
we have been for twenty days before this place — a mere tower 
vrith outworks — and are not nearer possession than we were 
at the first hour of our arrival ; we have lost many valuable 
officers and men, and without having gained any advantage to 
compensate the service for their loss. Massena may advance 
to relieve ihe fortress, if the besieged do not soon yield ; and 
Monteleone, the commandant, appears a most determined 
feUow ; in answer to a flag of truce, he sent me his pledged 
word that he would fight to the last, and then blow up the 
place ; but never surrender it." 

*' And this man," I observed, " is said to be a countryman 
of our own." 

" You must not say that, Dundas," repUed the general ; 
** it is a mere rumour, I suppose." 

" He is resolved to die game," said Oswald ; " but Dundas, 
as you have some notion of these things, just look yver this 
plan, will you, and say which you tnink the weakest 
point?" 

" We were planning an assault," continued the general, 
** you may examine the features of the place to-morrow ; but 
it is rather dangerous work- to reconnoitre within range of 
their long nines and twenty-four pounders. This is a plan of 
the fort, sent to me by Francatnpa, who found it in the bag- 
gage of a French officer killed in the massacre of Sauveria ; 
it appears to represent the place very correctly. Here is the 
drawbridge, there the tSte-du^ont and fosse. Yoa will 
observe, Claude, that the castle is built on the extreme verge 
of the cliff of Scylla, which forms the terminaticm of a pro- 
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montory washed on three sides by the sea. Our friend, the 
Cavaliere Marco, no doubt, knows the interior well ; massive 
walls encompass the keep, flanked by strong towers, defended 
by heavy cannon and mortars." 

'* The curtains are well loopholed for musketry, which will 
sweep the ditches in every direction," said Castelermo. 

" The casemates are vaulted with solid masonry," added 
Oswald, removing his cigar ; " they are in the flauKs of the 
bastions, and capable of containing & company each. No 
joke toget into a ditch, exposed to such annoyances as these, 
eh ? T^ey have six thirty-twos, to sweep the exterior slope 
of the advanced fosse, in endeavouring' to cross which. 
Colonel Eoss has lost some of the bravest fellows in the ranks 
of the 20th. The place is victualled amply, and watered by 
a cistern, and its garrison are resolute as their leader. Sio 
now what say you to all this P It has baffled the bravery of 
mi/ brigade, and the skill of M. Navarro, our Italian en- 
gineer ; though he comes of a stock which has achieved great 
things in its day." 

Here the colonel pointed to a little man, dad in the scarlet 
Neapolitan uniform, who had hitherto sat quietly smoking a 
cigar behind the shadow of a cdlumn, unseen by us. 

"Yes, Signor CJolonello," said he, coming forward and 
placing a finger on the plan ; " I am of opinion still, that there 
IS notmng so effectual as a mine under that part of the wall 
nearest flie town. I myself will volunteer to fire the 
saucisson." 

" The place you speak of is protected by a battery of thirty- 
two pounders," replied the general; "you are zealous and 
brave, Signor Navarro, and we thank yoa ; but & party of 
workmen could never form chambers in & place so rocky and 
exposed." 

" Signor count of Maida," retorted the Italian, " I think I 
have served long enough to know something of mines, their 
capabilities and nature. My ancestor, Pietro Navarro, first 
introduced the noble art of springing mines, when chief en- 
gineer to the Genoese, at the siegdof Serezenella, in Florence, 
and they gained the town by means of this branch of the art 
military, which is as useful as it is wonderM to behold. He 
also took the castle of the Egg at Naples, when serving with 
the Spaniards ; and I hold l^e caste! dell' Ova to be stronger 
than the castello di Sciglio." 

" Perhaps so ; but our Mend the marquis will take care 
that we do not imdermine any part of his premises. Tell me, 
Claude what is your opinion r ' 
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Hayinff a little smattering of engineering, I examined the pla^ 
attentiydy, and found that it was almost mipossible to execute 
Navarro's project of a mine ; but by using the compasses and 
scale, and by an observation made wnen approaching the place, 
I discoyered that the fortress was completely commanded by 
a neighbouring hill, by carrying guns to the scarp of which, tiie 
outer and inner defences would be easily battered, anda breach 
effected. It ^ave me no ^eat opinion of Navarro's skill, that 
he had not discovered this very simple and obvious method 
before. 

The general gave an exclamation of delight when I proposed 
and explained my mode of attack ; but the eyes of the littie 
Italian, of course, gleamed with malice and anger, which, for 
the present, he chose to conceal, although he pulled ^erceij 
at his ci^ar, and kicked with his heels against the column 
behind him. 

"Now, then, Sir John, what ordnance have youP" 

" Two curricle-guns, four-poimders only ; they are of little 
use ; but Sir Sidney Smith has lent us eight thirty-sixes from 
his &igate, for the especial behoof of the marquis and his 
garrison. To dra^ them to the scarp of the hill is no easy 
task ; but it shall be done, and this night, too ! Scylla must 
be ours at all risks. Its position at tne gorge of the Strait 
renders it of the greatest importance as a defence against 
shipping." 

" A httle Gibraltar," said Castelermo. 

" And ours it shall be, if it costs us as much trouble as ever 
old Gib did," replied Stuart. " Hallo, Pierce I" 

His orderly appeared. 

" Give my compliments to Gascoigne, the brigade-major ; 
teU him to get three officers and one hundred and fifty 
privates from each regiment, to drag the frigate's guns to the 
top of the hill yonder, where they must be in a position to 
open at daybreak, and desire him — or stay — ^I had better give 
you a note, perhaps." 

He scribbled one hastily on the back of a guard-report, or 
some such valuable document ; and Pierce, who had stood 
erect as a ramrod, raised his hand to his forehead, wheeled 
sharply round, as if upon a pivot, and withdrew. Lnme- 
diately afterwards a bugle Bounded, and in the course of ten 
minutes the parties went off at a rapid pace with pickaxes, 
crow-bars, shovels, and ropes, the former to clear the way, 
and the latter to drag the cannon up the rocky, rough, and 
steep hill-side. 

"Finish the contents of the jar, gentlemen," said Sir John, 
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lulling Castclermo*s glass, and passing tlie ample greybeard, 
'* mend the fire, somebody." 

Oswald gave the smoky fire-pan a kick, causing its contents 
to blaze up and diffuse a very little heat and a great deal of 
smoke through the apartment, which, like most in Italy, 
being without fireplace or chimney, was warmed by a pan- 
ful of burning ohve-husks, impregnating the atmosphere with 
A disagreeable odour. 

" O, for the coal-fires of old England !" said the general. 

" Or the snug parlour of Dunnikeir !" chimed in Oswald ; 
thinking, doubuess, of his comfortable mansion in the east 
lieuk of Fife. 

After half an hour's conversation, maintained principally 
by myself, in describing the journey from Crotona, we aa- 
joumed to the scene of operations, where four himdred and 
fifty soldiers were toiling along a narrow and rugged road, 
dragging the heavy guns from Sie beach towards the moun- 
tain. 

" Beware of that little feUow, Navarro !" said Castelermo, 
tapping me on the shoulder ; " he regards you with no friendly 
eye, for the exposS you made of his ignorance. He is Sicilian 
Ibred, and the bicilians are slippery £)gs." 

A party provided with ha^hets, pickaxes, and spades, 
moved in front, and cleared the way by cutting down trees 
and hedges, levelling walls and fences, and removing all ob- 
stacles to the progress of those who brought the cannon; 
«ome pulling the ropes attached to the clumsy ship-carriages, 
whilst others urged the little creaking wheels by applying 
crow-bars behind. It was a task equally slow and laborious ; 
but the officers, with proper zeal, set an example to the 
soldiers, by sharing in the toil, and working among them 
without their coats. On the hill, all traces of road or track 
had disappeared, and thickets of olives, wild vines, ruined 
walls, masses of sandstone, ruts, and gorges, obstructed the 
way so much, that the hour of two in the morning arrived, 
ere the guns were posted and ready for service. 

Our fittle party of artillery, assisted by some of the in- 
fantry of the line, had them loaded, depressed, and prepared 
to open ^e, the instant day began to brighten the Straits of 
Messina. 

Meanwhile, the marquis and his garrison were not idle ; by 
the noise in tlie town below, they became aware that some- 
thing unusual was going on, and blue-balls were burned on 
every battlement ana pinnacle, until all Scylla seemed wrapped 
in livid flames ; a ghastly glare lighted up the ocean to the 
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west, and the monntainB to the east ; the clouds above us 
floated in sulphury blue, and even the spires of Fiumara and 
Messina gliinmered in the cold, unearthly lustre shed from 
those lofty ramparts. The castle was so distinctly revealed, 
that we could have counted every stone in the massive keep, 
and every bar in the grated windows ; but the mght was so 
dark as effectually to conceal our operations. They fired a 
few rounds of shot and shell at random, killing a few of the 
guards who blocked up the avenues of the pl^e, but other- 
wise without effect ; and I have no doubt tney were a little 
disconcerted, when dawning day revealed to them eight, 
thirty-sixes on the mountain-side, and opposed to the weakest 
part of their works. A commotion was mimediatelv observ- 
able among them, and a still greater one when, on nring our 
first salvo, a mass of the outer bastioii, above the cordon, fell 
into the cQtch below. 

Encouraged by this, our artillerymen phed the cannon with 
might and main, working in their shirt-sleeves (it was a broil- 
ing morning) ; but, after an hour's firing, the carronades 
became heated, and began to " kick " and recoil so much, 
that they were compelled to cease operations for a time, and 
permit them to cool, — a process which ihe French usually 
facilitate by introducing sponges steeped in vinegar, when it 
can be had, which is not often, on service. 

The gallant garrison strove hard to interrupt these suc- 
cessful operations ; but as we were rather beyond the range 
of musketry, and their battery-guns could not be pointed to 
such an elevation as that on which we were situated, they 
had recourse to mortars ; these, however, were so ill-managed, 
that the bombs generally fell short, and either sank into the 
turf, or rolled down the hiU to the seashore, and exploded 
among the breakers. 

When again our battery opened, we heard the French 
band playing the old repubhcan carmagnole — ^a piece of mere 
gasconade. 

" I will bet a dozen of wine we change their tune in an 
Hour," said the general, who was watching the operations 
through his telescope. " We will humble them yet. 

" Ha ! what can that be ?" I exclaimed ; " a sortie P" 

"No ; but the devH seems to have jumped over the castle- 
wall into the town below," said Oswald. An unusual bustle 
took place amongst our soldiers, who were seen running 
through the streets in confusion, and exposed to the enemy's 
musketry, which instantly opened on them. 

An enormous carcass, 230 pounds weight, had been blown 
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from a mortar into Scylla, with the intention of setting it on 
fire. The combustibles which compose this amiable engine 
of modem warfare, are pitch, tallow, powder, saltpetre, oil, 
broken barrels of muskets, loaded grenades, bars of iron, 
chains, and broken botties, all hooped together in one 
globular mass ; throu^ these, fuse-holes are bored, and to 
which lighted matches are applied the moment before the 
bomb is shot forth. 

This ponderous affair descended through the roof of the 
general^ temporary quarter, where, luckily, there was no 
wood-work to bum, — ^but the house was idiattered to its- 
foundations, unroofed, and blown to ruins in a moment. 

*' Basta!" exclaimed Gavaliere Marco, as the carcass ex- 
ploded, without doins frirther harm ; " a rare feUow is this 
marchese ! He will neht to the doath-easp, I warrant ; and 
Scylla will never fall wkSie his hand can nold a sabre.** 

" Then we will leave the castie in a worse predicament than 
the earthquake left it,*' replied Sir John, closing his telescope 
sharply. 

" xou may blow it into the sea, for aught that I care, gen- 
tlemen," said the Italian; "its late lord, my imcle, was ever 
a niggard of his ducats to me, and I have no great love for 
his old house. Many an unhappy heretic and infidel has 
perished in the obscurity of its dungeons. I know something 
of them. Will you believe it, Signor Claude P the old bashaw 
once lodged me m them for a week, because I interfered with 
his Mendship for a certain fair damsel of Beggio : cardinals 
are not to be trified with !" 

"Well, sir,** said the general, "you may join the assault 
to-night, if the breach is practicable.'* The eyes of the brave 
cavaher sparkled. 

* * With heart and hand, excellency ! I bear as much hatred 
to our foes in Scylla, as a Christian man may bear to others. 
They are the false, tyrannical, and oppressive French I I 
have not forgotten that when Napoleon's fleet appeared off 
Malta, the knights of Provence, Auvergne, and all the 
French langue, abandoned the banner of the order, instead of 
fighting like L'Isle Adam of old, as long as stone wall and 
steel blade remained true to them." 

The general bowed, and smiled slightly at the Italian's 
enthusiasm. 

" Thank Heaven, the carcass did no more damage," said 
he ; " the efiect of one, properly shot, is indeed tremendous. 
I saw one fired when Moore took the Mozzello fort. Ah I 
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Dundas, it was your poor brother, Frank and I, who led (a 
the stormers there ; he was a brave and dashing fellow, am 
would have been a glory to his profession, but for that dofi^ o 

Before sunset a tolerable breach was effected in that pari 
of the bastions next the town ; and by way of filling up th( 
interval of time till dusk, our battery playea on the keep witb 
such success that a great part of the wall repaired by tbfl 
French fell down, and thus weakened the fort considerably. 
But the marehese kept his soldiers steadily at work the whole 
day, although exposed to our fire; and, with billets and 
fascines, endeayoured, in the usual manner, to repair tin 
breaches ; they, however, were reported fully practicable by 
the officer in charge of the battery, and at eleven o'clock that 
night an assault was ordered to take place. 
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